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DAD'S BIKER BEST FRIEND 


Janelle 


I hesitate just down the street from the clubhouse, 
wondering if this is a stupid idea. 


I’ve always been curious about Dad’s club. Or gang. Or 
whatever you would call it. All I know is that ever since 
Mom died, he’s kept me away from the guys he spends all of 
his time with. His brothers. 


The moment I walk through the door and see him my world 
flips on its axis. 


I don’t have a whole lot of experience with relationships, in 
fact, I’ve never even had a boyfriend. But the moment I see 
Tyler, I just know I have to be with him. 


Even if he his my dad’s best friend. 


Tyler 


For the first time in what seems like forever, a future flashes 
before my eyes the moment she walks through the door. A 
future that involves Janelle May. And I like what I see. 


She’s mine, she just doesn’t know it yet. 


Whatever it takes, I know I have to have her. Nobody else 
but me. Even if she is my buddy’s daughter, my brother in 
arms. 


She will be mine. 


My ride or die. 


*Dad's Biker Best Friend is an insta-everything standalone 
instalove romance with a HEA, no cheating, and no 
cliffhanger. 
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CHAPTER ONE 


J anelle 


I hesitate just down the street from the clubhouse, still 
sitting in my car, wondering if this is a stupid idea. 


I’ve always been curious about Dad’s club. Or gang. Or 
whatever you call it. He and his buddies get together at the 
clubhouse almost every night after he finishes work, and he 
doesn’t come home until later. It’s been like that my whole 
life. He spends weekends with them. Works with them. But 
I’ve never been allowed to meet them. 


Maybe I knew some of them when I was a little kid, but I 
don’t remember. All I know is that ever since Mom died, 
he’s kept me away from the guys he spends all of his time 
with. He calls them his brothers, and when I overhear him 
talking to them on the phone, they sound as close as can be, 
but he always keeps me separate. 


Didn’t he think I would get curious? 


I’m a little nervous now, looking down the street to where 
his bike is parked up in front of the clubhouse along with 


about fifteen others. All of them lined up perfectly, black 
and silver Harleys and Triumphs, shining in the streetlights. 
The rest of the road is dark, in the middle of this industrial 
park where no one else is around this late at night. I 
probably stick out like a sore thumb in my beat-up little car, 
the only human here who doesn’t ride a motorcycle. 


I can’t wait any longer. I open the car door and get out, 
nervously smoothing down my white dress, and cross the 
street. As I approach I can hear the noises spilling out from 
the clubhouse, music, a classic rock song, overlaid with 
shouts and laughter. Though there is light visible from 
under the door and at the edges of the windows, almost 
everything is shuttered - like they value their privacy. I 
wonder for a moment if I’ll even get in. 


The front door, though, isn’t locked. I put a hand on the 
door handle and brace myself, feeling the cool metal under 
my fingers. Dad is going to be super mad at me. I could turn 
around and go back. 


But I’m eighteen now. An adult. I can’t let him keep making 
choices for me. Sooner or later, I have to start doing what I 
want. And what I want to do is find out where he’s been 
spending his time all of these years. 


As soon as I turn the door handle, I hear a break in the 
conversation. Even though all the music is suddenly so 
much louder without the barrier of the door, the screams of 
laughter have disappeared. It’s like the whole room is 
holding its breath, waiting to see who could be on their 
doorstep. I step through and look up, into a bar space 
cramped with men in leather cuts and women in skimpy 
outfits. 


Almost all of them are looking right at me, but I can’t help 
my attention from being drawn to him, the man leaning 
against the bar with a bottle of beer in his relaxed hand, 


eyeing me up and down like he’s scanning for a threat. He’s 
wearing a battered leather cut like the rest of them, the 
symbol of his belonging to the club, with an embroidered 
tag reading ‘VICE PRESIDENT’ above his heart. From his 
ripped black jeans to the simple black shirt under his cut he 
exudes power and presence, unignorable. Under a crop of 
messy blonde just-got-out-of-bed hair, his blue eyes piercing 
mine, like he can read my soul. 


I feel my knees go weak. He’s gorgeous. Stunning. And 
looking right at me with the beginnings of a lazy smile. 


“Who are you?” he asks, the question more of an invitation 
than a challenge. 


I open my mouth to answer, but another voice cuts across 
the room instead. 


“Janelle!” 
Oh, crap. 
My Dad. 


CHAPTER TWO 


l yler 


I take a sip of my beer, drowning out the chuckle that 
Badger’s last joke elicited. He has his arms around one of 
the women that came in tonight - Tania? Tasha? - and is 
burying his face in her neck. I shift, turning away towards 
the rest of the room. He deserves his fun after the week 
he’s had. 


All of the club members are here, which is why we 
instinctively and collectively tense when the door opens. 
While it would be rare for us to have to fend off an attack on 
home soil, it’s not unheard of. I maintain my relaxed posture 
while at the same time mentally calculating how quickly I 
can go for my gun, only to see a young woman appear in the 
doorway. 


She doesn’t look like she’s a threat. She’s a vision in white, 
pale and pure, with blonde hair flowing down over her 
shoulders in gentle waves. The white dress she wears is 
strangely modest compared to the other women in here, 
hanging down almost to her ankles with only the barest hint 
of cleavage. For a split-second, as the lights from the 


clubhouse fall on her and make her dazzle, I think she 
might be an angel. 


But she’s not an angel. Just a beautiful girl, someone I’ve 
never seen before. I know for a fact, I would have 
recognized her if I had. I’m not going to forget a face like 
that. 


“Who are you?” I ask, curiosity washing over me. I want to 
get to know her, whoever she is. 


“Janelle!” 


I look over to see Threepin, one of my best buddies in the 
club, striding over. I can normally count on him to be calm 
and in control, but his face is drained of color right now. 
Every inch of him strains with tension. I’d have thought we 
were facing down a cartel from his body language, not just 
a girl. 


“Dad,” she starts, and I swear under my breath. 


Janelle. Of course. Threepin’s daughter. He talks about her 
from time to time, but since his wife died over ten years 
ago, we haven’t seen a hair of her. Not even pictures. 
Threepin keeps his home life separate from the club, and I 
don’t blame him. 


After Krista died, caught up in a stupid gang war with the 
hustlers and pimps that operate on the east side of town, he 
could have left the club entirely. He stayed loyal. His only 
request was that his daughter be left out of it. We were in 
our late twenties then, and Janelle not even eight. I hadn’t 
seen her in a long while even before it happened. 


Looking at her now, I can see something of Krista in her 
blonde hair and petite curves. Mostly, though, she doesn’t 
look like either of her parents enough that I would have 
pegged it. 


“What the hell are you doing here?” Threepin is clearly 
furious, grabbing Janelle by the arm so tightly that his 
knuckles are white. 


I shift positions, ready to wade in if I need to. This is some 
serious shit, normally I wouldn’t get between a man and his 
daughter, but Threepin looks about ready to lose it and I 
can’t help feeling protective of her. Janelle has that look on 
her face, one I know I’ve worn many times - like she knows 
she is going to get yelled at but figures it’s better to ask 
forgiveness than try to get permission. Her luminous eyes 
are wide, and pouty lips slightly parted. Fucking beautiful. 


I can’t think like that, not now that I know who she is. I 
can’t. It’s not right, Threepin is my brother, and besides, 
we're almost the same age. His daughter, she must be 
what? Eighteen now. 


An adult. 


No. I can’t think about her like that. I shake my head to try 
and dislodge any thoughts of how much I want to grab her 
by the hips and pull her against me, and step forward. 
“Clyde,” I say, using his real name instead of his nickname 
so he knows how serious I am. “Let’s take a breath.” 


Janelle instantly fixes me with a look of gratitude, but 
Threepin looks murderous. 


“Outside,” he says to his daughter. “ Now.” 


CHAPTER TAREE 


J anelle 


I step back into the cold air and wrap my arms around 
myself, feeling like a kid. I just got sent out of the room by 
my Dad like a ten-year old. I can hear them laughing inside 
as the conversation resumes behind us. 


“Go home,” Dad says immediately. His voice doesn’t even 
allow any room for argument or discussion. It’s flat and 
hard, and that’s how I know how angry he is with me. 


I can’t meet his eyes, but that means I end up staring at his 
chest, and the old leather cut I know so well. He’s worn it 
every day that I can remember. The faded patches and 
embroidery, denoting his allegiance to the GASS - 
Guardians of Saint Salvation, the club he’s ridden for since 
before I was born. The injustice of it flares up inside me 
again. How can he dedicate his life to something and then 
insist that I not have anything to do with it at all? 


“No,” I say, and I catch the look of surprise on his face. 
Have I ever defied him like this before? 


“What did you say?” 


“I said no.” I take a deep breath and face him. “Dad, I’m 
eighteen years old. I’m an adult. I can make my own choices 
now.” 


“Pm still your father,” he says gruffly. “It’s still my job to 
stop you from making a mistake.” 


“But it’s my mistake to make. Dad, you’re here all the time. 
Every day. You trust these men with your life and you call 
them your brothers. How can you say it would be a mistake 
for me to meet them?” 


“T trust them with my life,” Dad growls, looking off to the 
side away from me. “Not yours.” 


I know what he’s thinking about. Mom. I was so young when 
she died that I only have a small collection of memories of 
her, all faded at the edges now like photographs left out in 
the sun. But I remember enough to know that she was 
always full of life and energy, always diving in headfirst. I 
owe it to her to live my life to the fullest, but Dad can’t see 
that. He can only see the fear that I will die just like she did. 


“Keeping me away from them isn’t protecting me,” I say 
softly. 


Dad looks at me again. He’s just over forty, his face lined 
with prematurely deep seams of worry and sadness. He 
looks old, I realize, in the harsh yellow glow of the 
streetlights. “I’m keeping you away from the danger that 
they bring with them.” 


“No, you aren’t,” I insist. “Dad, listen. Just by being your 
daughter, I could be in danger. If someone followed you 
home...even if they just went online and saw your page. 
They would know I’m your daughter. If you keep me away 
from the club forever, I miss out on their protection too. And 


you can’t spend your whole life worried that I’m going to 
die.” 


“T can’t?” Dad says, his mouth set in a grim line despite the 
hint of humor in the question. 


“T could die crossing the street,” I tell him. “I could die ina 
coffee shop waiting for a latte when a random gunman 
bursts in. I could die in a terrorist attack at a sports 
stadium. It doesn’t mean I’m never going to a game again, 
or never buying coffee, or never crossing the street. I could 
have a random aneurysm and drop dead at home.” 


Dad shakes his head. “There’s a difference between not 
being safe, and deliberately seeking out danger. The things 
we do here people don’t like them. There are other gangs. 
We get in trouble. You would be putting yourself at risk.” 


“And if that’s what it takes to spend more time with my 
Dad,” I say, appealing directly to his heart. “Then I guess I'll 
take the risk.” 


Dad sighs, defeated. I can see that he knows I’ve won, but 
he doesn’t want to admit it. He glances around, kicking at 
loose stones, before finally coming to a conclusion. “You can 
meet them,” he says. “But just for tonight.” 


I squeal with glee and wrap my arms around his neck. 
“Thank you, Daddy,” I tell him. I know this means I’ve won, 
and for good. It’s just one night now, but no matter how 
many little arguments we have about it in the future, I know 
I’ll always be able to justify one night more. He’s letting me 
in. 


We go back inside the clubhouse, curious glances coming 
our way as we step inside. Then someone makes a low 
comment I can’t hear over the music, playing a country 
song now, and most of the people inside laugh. Just like 


that, we’re old news. Everyone turns back to their friends 
and resumes their conversations. 


I feel like a little kid, surrounded by all these men in leather 
cuts and women in little more than bikinis and miniskirts. I 
barely know what to do with myself, even though I fought so 
hard to be here. I stand awkwardly by my Dad, looking 
around, unsure of what to do. 


“Thought you might need a drink.” It’s the man I saw 
earlier - the vice president of the club. His voice has a sexy 
growl to it that goes right to my center. As he moves closer I 
can see that his chin is peppered with golden blond stubble, 
and he has a wry, knowing look on his face. In his 
outstretched hand he is holding two beers, one that goes to 
my Dad, and the other he offers to me. 


I take it, glad to know that he, of all people, isn’t treating 
me like a child. “Thanks,” I say, bidding the butterflies 
fluttering their wings inside my stomach to stop and leave 
me alone. 


“You’re under twenty-one,” Dad remarks, though I don’t 
take him seriously. After all, it’s not like he has lived the 
most law-abiding life. 


“If the cops come, Ill put it down on the table and pretend 
it was someone else’s,” I tell him. 


The vice president’s lips quirk up into a smile at that, almost 
in spite of himself, as if he didn’t want to find me funny. “I’m 
Janelle,” I tell him. “I guess you figured that I’m Clyde’s 
daughter.” 


“Tm Tyler. I knew you when you were little,” he says. “I’ve 
been friends with your Dad a long time.” 


I do a mental double-take, looking him over. “You don’t 
look...” I hesitate, not wanting to offend Dad by saying that 


Tyler doesn’t look as old as he does. I amend my question 
halfway through, to something less targeted. “How old are 
you?” 


He gives a short laugh. “I’m thirty-seven. Why?” 


“You look younger,” I admit. He does. I didn’t guess at his 
age before he brought it up, but he doesn’t look like 
someone who would be a peer of my Dad’s. There may be 
crow’s feet and gentle forehead lines on his face, but he 
looks relaxed and carefree. Full of energy and life. 


“That’s the stress of having kids,” Dad grunts. “See this 
grey in my hair? That’s all you, Janelle. Ty never had that 
stress to deal with.” 


Tyler smirks. “It’s true,” he says. “Never had to deal with a 
-” He stops abruptly, mid- joke, cutting himself off and 
pressing his lips together. 


“You can Say it,” Dad grunts. “Never had to deal with a wife, 
either.” 


“T didn’t mean...” 


“I know.” Dad gets up out of his chair, grabbing the beer 
he’d set down on the table. “I’m going to talk to Badger. 
Just make sure she doesn’t get into any trouble, alright?” 


He stalks away stiff-backed, not looking over his shoulder at 
us as he goes. I feel bad. Me coming here must have 
brought up all kinds of bad memories for him. Which only 
reinforces the point that if he’d have brought me here 
sooner, it would have been a lot easier. 


“Aw, hell,” Tyler says, rubbing his face with a hand covered 
in heavy-looking rings. “I didn’t mean to upset him.” 


“He'll be fine,” I say, watching the patch on his back move 
to the other side of the bar. An angel figure, guarded by a 


skeleton who stands behind with his arms around her, a 
ghastly grin on his face. 


Tyler shakes his head. “It’s weird. Having you know enough 
about my best friend to tell me how he’s going to react to 
something, and I don’t even know you.” 


I smile lightly. “We can change that,” I tell him. Now that 
we're alone, I don’t want him to go away. I want to keep him 
here, talking to me so that I can get to know him too. 


Tyler meets my eyes with a crafty smile. “Is that so?” he 
asks, leaning almost imperceptibly closer. 


“I'm an open book,” I tell him. 


Across the side of the bar, a man with a white streak 
through his dark hair is playfully groping a woman in a tight 
shirt with no bra, who squeals and pretends to hit him on 
the shoulder. My Dad stands next to them, sulking with a 
beer. He seems to not be paying attention to anything 
around him. Seeing the two of them, both strangers to me, 
being so openly sexual in front of the rest of the clubhouse 
turns me on a little. I briefly picture Tyler doing the same to 
me and a shiver runs through me. 


“Are you cold?” he asks. 


“No,” I tell him, quickly looking away and meeting his eyes 
with a smile. “I’m fine.” 


“Are you going off to college next year?” he asks. 
“T actually just started school,” I tell him. 


“Huh,” Tyler says, shaking his head. “I can’t believe 
Threepin has a daughter in college. That’s just crazy.” 


“Why do you call him Threepin?” 


Tyler gives me a sideways look. “He hasn’t told you?” 


“He never talks about the club at home. Not since Mom.” 


“That story is up to him to tell.” Tyler won’t meet my eyes 
for a moment, concentrating on his beer as if he’s just 
noticed he’s holding it. “I don’t know how he lived like that. 
Separating home and the club. I could never.” 


“Really? So does your girlfriend come to the clubhouse 
then?” I ask, going for the obvious fishing angle. I don’t 
mind if he can tell. I just want to know. No, I need to know. 


Tyler gives a short laugh, and then fixes me with an odd 
look before smiling and looking away, out across the rest of 
the bar. “I don’t have a girlfriend.” 


Did I read something wrong? “I’m sorry, why is that funny? 
Is it... do you have a boyfriend?” I ask. 


Tyler laughs even louder, setting his beer down on the table 
beside me and grinning. “I don’t have a boyfriend. It’s funny 
because I don’t date.” 


I glance around at all of the skinny, half-dressed women in 
the clubhouse, with their tight shirts and miniskirts. There 
must be at least one and a half of them for every club 
member. “Not even them?” 


Tyler follows my eyes, pausing on a couple in the corner 
who are at least ten minutes deep into a necking session 
before shaking his head with a wry smile. “Those girls don’t 
date either,” he says. “They just screw around until they 
find an old man to settle down with. But, no. Not even 
them.” 


I feel crushed. If he doesn’t date at all, doesn’t even screw 
around with all of the readily available women that flock 
around the club, then I guess I have no chance at all. Which 
is a real shame, because I could see myself really getting to 
know Tyler - in a way I’ve never known anyone before. I 


study his face in profile, and almost gasp out loud when he 
turns and swings those clear, sharp blue eyes on me again. 


“You want something softer?” he asks, gesturing to my 
untouched beer. 


I’m not used to drinking alcohol, but I don’t want to seem 
rude. So, I shake my head and say, “I’m good.” Feeling a 
buzz start to crawl through my veins as he watches me with 
those intense blue eyes of his. 


He raises his eyebrows momentarily, but without saying a 
word. 


CHAPTER FOUR 


l yler 


I watch Janelle with amusement as I doubt she’s used to 
drinking much, not like us. If she’d grown up in the club it 
might have been another matter, a lot of the teens around 
here will get a beer or two with their Dads. But Janelle 
probably spent her whole life so far playing by the rules. 


“What’s he like at home?” I ask, because I’m curious, and 
because I really need to remind myself that Janelle is off- 
limits. It’s not easy, standing here next to her in that pure 
white dress of hers. She stands at just above my shoulder 
height, and as close as we are, I have a fairly good angle 
down the front of her dress. If I wanted to put my hands on 
the curve of her hips and pull her close before, now I’m 
fighting the urge to bury my face in what looks like a pretty 
ample, perky chest. 


“He doesn’t talk much,” Janelle shrugs. “He has strict rules 
about what I can and can’t do. I started ignoring most of 
them a while ago, which means he gets mad and yells at 
me. But I know all his weak spots.” 


I grin and shake my head. Imagining Threepin getting 
bullied and pushed around by this beautiful young slip of a 
thing makes me want to laugh. “I bet you do.” 


“What’s he like here?” 


Janelle’s question almost has me taken aback. I guess it was 
the logical thing. She’s looking up at me with big eyes, and I 
find myself wondering exactly what shade they are. Grey, 
mostly. A little blue, a little green, maybe a little hazel 
around the iris. Fascinating eyes, like nothing I’ve ever seen 
before. “He’s loyal,” I say. “Quiet, too. Always stands his 
ground in a fight.” 


She shudders slightly, glancing off in her Dad’s direction. 
Did I say too much? “You’ve fought alongside him a lot?” 


I shrug, trying to play it off. “I have a penchant for getting 
into trouble.” 


“Penchant?” she giggles. “Who talks like that?” 


“Apparently, me,” I say, shooting her a look but laughing 
along with her. “They used to call me Books when I was a 
kid around here. I’m probably the only one in the club that 
bothered with going to college.” 


“Why did they stop calling you that?” she asks. She’s eager 
to know everything about me. The feeling’s mutual, even 
though I know I shouldn’t feel this way. But she’s 
irresistible. She inches a little closer, and I can smell her, 
honey and almonds, probably from her shampoo or 
perfume. Good enough to eat. 


“That was a long time ago,” I shrug. “I guess I grew up. Got 
made VP.” 


“How come you’re not the president?” she asks, blinking up 
at me innocently. So innocently, in fact, that I know she must 


be teasing. 


“See that guy?” I ask, pointing towards Badger. The white 
streak in his hair makes him easily identifiable, although the 
rest of it is greying now, too. “That’s the president. I didn’t 
want to take him on.” 


I’m only partially joking. Badger is built like a brick wall, 
but it’s not like we do trial by combat for the leadership 
here. It’s all about the vote of the members, and that’s one 
area I really don’t want to go up against Badger. He’s a 
popular man. He’s lead us through a lot of troubled times, 
and brought us out on the other side whole. 


Janelle’s eyes turn to Badger, currently with his hand very 
obviously up the front of one of the Gasshead’s shirts. I can 
see his knuckles around her breast through the thin fabric, 
and she shivers again. 


“Seriously, are you cold?” I ask. “That’s the second time 
you’ve shivered.” 


“I guess,” Janelle says, sudden shyness pushing her eyes 
away from me. “I should’ve come out with a jacket.” 


“Here.” I reach for the stool by the bar, where I hung my 
jacket after coming inside earlier. My arms are covered by 
the long sleeves of my thermal shirt, so I don’t need it. I 
drape it over her shoulders, the worn leather squeaking a 
little as I arrange it to cover her up as much as possible. 


“Thanks,” she says, looking up at me with those big eyes, 
just about sparkling with how luminous they are. 


“No problem,” I say, though I can barely concentrate on my 
own words. Something about seeing her, draped in my 
jacket like that, steeped in my scent, I can’t take it. It looks 
right, so right like something cosmic just clicked together. 
Fate. 


It doesn’t matter how much I tell myself she’s off limits 
because of Threepin. I want her. I feel a blaze of fire in my 
groin just by looking at her draped in my jacket. She 
doesn’t even have to get undressed for me to know I want 
her body wrapped around mine, so tight there’s no space 
between us at all. 


We’ve lapsed into an easy comfortable silence, but I break 
it. I have to. “So,” I say, conversationally, trying not to sound 
like a high school kid myself. “What about you? You going to 
be bringing your boyfriend here?” 


She looks up at me, an impish grin haunting the corners of 
her lips. God, I want to put my mouth over those lips. 
Something else, too. “I don’t have a boyfriend,” she says. 
Then, after a pause, “Or a girlfriend.” 


“Because you don’t date?” I ask before I can stop myself. 
I’m not used to this, to not being able to resist the pull of 
someone. What is she doing to me? 


“T could be persuaded to start,” she says. 


For a moment I’m speechless, lost in her eyes. Trying to 
decide whether it’s even worthwhile to continue fighting 
the urge to grab her and press up against her. It feels like 
she wants it, too. 


“Janelle?” 


I look up at Threepin, almost hating him in that moment. He 
looks tired and uncomfortable, and my sympathy goes out 
to him. Tonight must have been a lot. I wonder if he’ll even 
let her come back here again. 


“Time to go home,” he says. “Come on. We’ll get takeout on 
the way.” 


“Alright, Dad,” Janelle says, reluctantly slipping my jacket 
off her shoulders and handing it back to me. Goosebumps 
rise across her bare perfect skin as it’s unveiled, and I have 
to tear my eyes away. “Thanks, Tyler.” 


“Don’t mention it,” I say. I watch her walk away with her 
Dad, to the door, where she pauses and looks back at me for 
just a brief moment before disappearing into the dark. 


Her shape stays imprinted on the inside of my eyelids long 
after she is gone. My mouth waters, all the blood in my body 
rushes down to my groin, my mind aches. I picture her 
pretty face slack with pleasure underneath me, crying out 
my name. I think of the beautiful children I could breed out 
of her. I think of the room in the back of the clubhouse with 
a very comfortable bed where I would never want to leave 
again if I could get her there. 


For the first time in what seems like forever, a future flashes 
before my eyes. A future that involves Janelle May. And I 
like what I see. 


She’s mine, she just doesn’t know it yet. Whatever it takes, I 
know I have to have her. Nobody else but me. 


CHAPTER FIVE 


J anelle 


“I don’t want you going to the clubhouse anymore.” 


I roll my eyes. Just as I predicted, Dad doesn’t want to let it 
go. He wants things to just go back to the way they were 
before. 


“Why?” I ask. “Nothing bad happened last night. Actually, I 
had a good time. I got to know Tyler, and he was really nice 
to me.” 


“That’s the problem,” Dad mutters, almost under his 
breath, but just loud enough that I can hear. Then, at a 
more audible level, he continues. “Look, you had your fun 
and settled your curiosity. Now you know where I go all the 
time. Fine. But you don’t need to go back. You’ve got your 
studies to focus on.” 


“Pm doing fine,” I tell him. “Actually, I was thinking about 
getting a part time job. Something to help pay for my fees.” 


Dad frowns. “You don’t have to chip in for your fees. They’re 
covered.” 


I frown back at him. Two can play that game. “Covered how, 
exactly? Whenever I ask, you always just say that. I didn’t 
think you had enough savings to pay for it all.” 


Dad groans, like he’s fed up with the conversation. I'll 
admit, I’ve heard that sound from him a lot. I can be 
stubborn when I want to be. “The club paid for it, alright. 
It’s what we always do. We take care of our own.” 


The club? 


This is news to me. I can’t believe he hasn’t told me for all 
this time that the club is paying for my college fees, since I 
first started talking about the possibility of college when I 
was sixteen, to choosing the local community college last 
year, to enrolling. At every stage of the way, I asked him 
how we would pay for it. I’ve been worrying. And now to 
find out it was the club all along? 


“Why would the club pay for my college fees? They don’t 
even know me.” 


“They know me,” Dad says. “And, after last night, they know 
you anyway. But that’s not the point. There’s a fund for 
taking care of - of members...” His voice falters, and I know 
he can only mean one thing. The one thing he can’t ever 
bring himself to talk about. 


“Of members who’ve lost a loved one for the club?” I ask 
softly. 


Dad bows his head. 


“They’re paying my fees because Mom died?” I ask. I don’t 
know whether I’m glad or angry. They should pay. If what 
Dad has told me is true, then they’re responsible for her 
death. They owe us. 


But it’s also galling to learn that I’m getting a pity payout. 


I turn my back on Dad for a moment, thinking. I know what 
I have to do. I see it clearly, something that will bring me 
closer to Tyler, allow me to keep seeing the club despite 
Dad’s misgivings, and make me feel like I’m not a beggar 
getting handouts from guilt. And, just a little, make the club 
support me even more, because they still owe me. Paying 
for my college fees won’t make the loss of my Mom right, 
but maybe being closer to Tyler will help fill that gap a little. 


“Dad,” I say. “I’m going out.” 


Turning up at the clubhouse in the middle of the day feels 
strange. I head inside, my car in the parking lot this time 
instead of hidden down the street, and find an almost empty 
room. The thrill that pooled in my stomach at the thought of 
maybe running into Tyler again dissipates in the face of 
reality. The bar area is strewn with empty glasses, spilled 
liquids, and even one bulky man laying sprawled on his 
back and snoring across a couple of chairs. Behind the bar, 
a woman that I recognize as one of those who were hanging 
around last night is swishing a rag across the countertop. 


“Hey, sweetie,” she says, flashing me a saccharine smile. I 
don’t know her, but I don’t need to in order to see how fake 
She is. I fight the urge to roll my eyes and flash her a similar 
smile back. 


“Is the president around?” I ask. I feel a bit silly. I don’t 
really know how I’m supposed to talk. Do they call him the 
president? Is that too formal for a biker club? Or would I be 
showing a lack of respect if I called him anything else? 


“Badger’s in the back office,” she says, flipping her hair 
over one shoulder and chewing noisily on a piece of gum. 
“Down the hall, there.” 


I look up and see a door beside the bar, leading out into an 
open hallway with a couple more doors coming off either 
side. That would explain why, despite the large size of the 
building from the outside, the bar seems to be so cramped. 


I walk down the corridor, trying to appear more confident 
than I feel, and hesitate outside a door marked with an old- 
fashioned office sign. I knock, hoping that this is the right 
one and there aren’t multiple offices back here. 


“Come in.” 


I push the door open and see Badger, the man Tyler pointed 
out to me last night, sitting behind a desk. He’s wearing a 
pair of wire-rimmed glasses which look pretty funny next to 
his biker clothing and rugged appearance, and going over a 
pile of papers maybe accounts. 


“Hi,” I say. “I’m Janelle.” 


“Threepin’s girl. I know. I saw you last night,” he says. He 
sets his pen down on the table and takes his glasses off. 
“What do you need?” 


“I know you’re paying my college fees,” I say, getting right 
to the point. “I found out today.” 


Badger squints at me. “So, what? You’re here to thank me?” 


“No.” I take a step forward, even if I don’t really feel 
confident. I have to make it look like I am. “I want a job.” 


“A job?” Badger barks out a half-laugh. “What makes you 
think I’m giving out jobs?” 


“The bar,” I say. “You operate it as a business, right? I bet 
not a lot of outsiders come in, but you still need people to 
work there.” 


“Yeah, and you’re underage,” Badger says, reaching for his 
cellphone on the desk. I get the feeling he’s about to call my 
Dad. 


“I don’t need to serve,” I say. “I can do something else. 
Clean. Cook if you have a kitchen. Point is, I need a job. 
Part-time so I can fit it around my studies.” 


“And I’m going to give you one why?” Badger asks. His hand 
lingers on his cell, but he hasn’t picked it up yet. 


“Because you got my Mom killed.” 


I wait for the bombshell to hit. Badger’s mouth gapes open, 
his eyes going wide, his eyebrows creasing up all sad. 


The truth is, I don’t really blame anyone for what happened 
except the gunman. Maybe the club did something that put 
Mom in harm’s way, building up a rivalry that was only ever 
going to end in violence, but Mom chose to be there too. 
She chose to stick around instead of running away from my 
Dad’s life. It was just something that happened. A tragedy, 
but not the club’s fault. 


“I can start today,” I add. “I’m free Mondays, Thursdays, 
and the whole weekend. Day or night.” 


“The wages aren’t great,” Badger says dubiously. “We 
normally hire Gassheads only.” 


“Gassheads?” I haven’t heard the term before. 


“Like Tasha out there. Women who come here to find a club 
member to screw. They’re all competing to be somebody’s 
old lady.” 


“Old lady?” My head is spinning. 


“Look, kid, maybe this isn’t right for you,” Badger grimaces. 
“You don’t even know what I’m talking about. You didn’t 


grow up in this world.” 
“TIl learn fast,” I tell him. 


I will. I mean it. I need a job, I need something to put on my 
resume for when I leave college so I’m not stuck doing 
entry-level waitressing work then as well. Some extra 
money wouldn’t hurt either. Sometime soon I’m going to 
want to move out of Dad’s place and start my own life, and 
that won’t be free. 


Badger makes an annoyed noise, then grabs up his glasses 
from the desk with an impatient gesture. “Fine. Marina 
didn’t show up for work this morning, anyway. You can take 
her shift. Clean up around the bar. No serving, alright? If I 
catch you doing anything with alcohol, you’re fired. I’m not 
giving the Sheriff an excuse to pull our license.” 


I nod and leave the room, doing a little fist-pump to myself 
as soon as he can’t see me. I float back to the bar on a cloud 
of happy air. 


Now all I need is for Tyler to come into the clubhouse, and 
the victory of the day will be complete. 


CHAPTER SIX 


l yler 


I wake up late in the morning, like I often do after a night 
with my brothers. A lot of our work tends to get done in the 
evenings, anyway. The kind of things you don’t necessarily 
want to get caught doing in the daylight. 


I stretch and sit up, and wander out of bed into the shower. 
A quick wash, and I can head out and get to work on club 
business right away. I’m out on my bike and back at the 
clubhouse before lunchtime is over. 


Speaking of lunchtime, I’m starving. I head in through the 
front door, leaving my Harley outside next to Badger’s, and 
glance into the bar to see who’s serving. 


And freeze, immediately. 


I don’t know how I know it’s her, but I do. It’s like my mind 
imprinted every detail of her body last night onto my brain, 
while I was standing next to her and as I watched her walk 
away. That white dress of hers showed me enough to learn 
her curves, apparently, because I know without a doubt that 


it’s her round little ass sticking up in the air in a skirt that 
only just keeps everything covered. 


I blink a couple of times, and realize she’s cleaning the 
table in front of her. Her arm moves in sweeping 
movements that make her ass jiggle with the motion, her 
whole body swaying side to side as she puts in the elbow 
grease. I want to walk up right behind her, flip that skirt out 
of the way, and put my cock right where it belongs. It knows 
its home when it sees it, too. I feel a twitching in my pants 
and reach down to adjust myself, making it a little less 
obvious. 


“Hey, Ty!” It’s Trisha...Tara? Trina? I can’t get a handle on 
her name standing behind the bar, with a perky smile and 
an even perkier rack under her cropped shirt. The woman 
makes me want to roll my eyes. She couldn’t be more 
obvious if she tried. She’s been trying to get her claws into 
Badger, but if he won’t have her, I’m sure she’d settle for a 
vice president though. 


Not that she has a chance in hell. 


Janelle spins around too at the sound of her voice, looking 
up and locking eyes with me. I ignore the bimbo behind the 
bar completely and focus in on Janelle, leaning on the door 
frame to watch her. “What are you doing here?” 


“I got a job here,” she says breathlessly, waving a cloth in 
the air. “I’m cleaning the bar part-time. Ill be here four 
days a week.” 


Four days a week? Now this is an interesting wrinkle. 
Someone up there must want me to have her, because 
they’re doing their damnedest to put her in my way at every 
given opportunity. 


“Badger gave you a job?” I say, glancing down the corridor. 
“Threepin know about this yet?” 


“He will,” Janelle shrugs. 


I have to admire her spunk. She clearly doesn’t care for 
being told what to do. A girl after my own heart in many 
ways. I was exactly the same when I was younger. I guess I 
still am, even if I’ve learned a bit of moderation in my age. 


“The boys are going to love you, honey,” Tasha or whatever 
says from behind the bar. She’s chewing gum, smacking it 
loudly between open lips as she talks. “You’ll be someone’s 
old lady in no time at all.” 


“What does that mean?” Janelle asks, wrinkling her nose. 
“Everyone keeps saying that to me.” 


“It means girlfriend,” Tasha smirks. “Honey, wifey, boo. Ride 
or die. It’s serious. Every girl that comes in here wants to 
be someone’s old lady.” 


I stiffen at the thought of someone else trying to claim 
Janelle as theirs. She’s mine. “Who’s everyone?” I demand. 


“What?” she looks at me with wide eyes. 


“Who’s this everyone that’s been talking to you about being 
an old lady?” 


Janelle looks bewildered. “Badger said it to me. Something 
about Gassheads too, which I - Oh, I get that one now.” She 
looks pointedly at the bimbo, which makes me want to 
laugh or would, if my blood wasn’t running cold at the idea 
of Badger taking her from me. 


Behind me, said Gasshead scoffs and I hear the sound of 
her heels clicking over the floor. “Nothing wrong with 
ambition,” she drawls as she heads down the hall. I’m glad 
she’s gone. No more distractions, just me and Janelle now. 


I can’t pull my eyes away from her body, from the skirt that 
grazes across her thighs every time she makes even the 
smallest motion. She looks good enough to eat. I want to 
grab her and take her, make sure she knows that she’s 
mine, but I need to show restraint. This is something I have 
to approach carefully, because of Threepin if nothing else. 


“You shouldn’t dress like that,” I say. As much as I admire 
and appreciate it, I know the other guys will too, and that’s 
the problem. 


She pouts slightly. “You can’t tell me what to wear.” 


“No, but I can tell you what message you’re sending out,” I 
say. “You look like a Gasshead. Like you want to be 
someone’s old lady.” 


“What if I do?” she asks, her eyes blazing as she challenges 
me. 


I wet my lips, making myself stop and think before I grab 
her and kiss that defiance out of her. “You don’t know what 
you’re saying. The guys around here are used to a certain... 
level. You wear something like that here tonight, you'll have 
all kinds of hands on you. They’ll expect you to want it.” 


“What does it matter to you?” she asks, tilting her chin up 
at me. 


I can’t stop the growl of frustration in my throat. “You’re 
Threepin’s daughter,” I tell her, which is about just half the 
truth. I would want to protect her, even if I didn’t want her 
for myself. She doesn’t need to know yet that it’s because of 
the way my cock and heart react in her presence more than 
anything else. 


“Whatever,” she laughs dismissively, and starts to move past 
me, going to the bar with a couple of empty glasses in her 
hands. 


I grab her by the arm as she passes. “I mean it,” I tell her. 
“You need to be careful. There’s plenty of guys in the club 
who’ve got no problem perving on another member’s 
daughter. They just see it like keeping it in the family.” 


“Then that’s how they see me,” she shrugs, throwing my 
arm off. 


I grit my teeth as I watch her go. For all her bravado, I hope 
she takes my advice, otherwise it might get messy in here 
tonight. I’m not going to stand by and watch another guy 
try to grab her or touch her, brother or no brother. 


If someone dares lay a hand on her, they’re going to feel the 
fury of my fist. 


CHAPTER SEV EN 


J anelle 


I stalk off behind the bar, towards the storage area that 
Tasha showed me earlier. I need somewhere to hide, where 
Tyler isn’t likely to follow me. 


I feel like an idiot. Of course, he doesn’t feel anything for 
me, why would he? I’m just the daughter of his friend. He 
probably thinks of me like a kid still. Why did I think he 
would see me as a woman? 


At least he must see something in me, because otherwise he 
wouldn’t have warned me like that about not wearing 
skimpy clothes in front of the club members. But he 
humiliated me, telling me how to dress. And when I gave 
him the big hint that I want him, he just brushed me off like 
it was nothing. He must have seen right through me, 
understood what I meant, and told me in his own way that 
he isn’t interested at all. 


I wish I hadn’t said anything. Then at least I wouldn’t 
know...and I could still carry on my little daydream that we 
might end up together. 


I give a strangled scream of frustration, hoping the walls 
are thick enough that no one can hear me. I can’t believe I 
made a fool out of myself like that. It feels like I’ve ruined 
everything. 


Not that I would ever know for sure. I don’t have a whole 
lot of experience with relationships, in fact, I’ve never even 
had a boyfriend. That’s why it’s so odd that when I saw 
Tyler, I just knew I had to be with him. And it’s why I’m 
convinced this is important...because I’ve never felt this way 
around any other guy. 


But, what am I doing? Just giving up like this? If he thinks of 
me like a child, then maybe I just need to show him I’m not 
one. 


I wipe my fingers under my eyes, catching the small amount 
of moisture that has escaped them in my frustration. I can’t 
be like this if I’m going to make him want me. I have to be 
strong and confident, and show him what he’s missing. I 
have to show him the woman I can be, not the girl he sees. 


By the time I grab a crate of bottled beer from the storage 
room and start lugging it through to restock the fridge, I 
know what I’m going to do. I’ve got a plan. 


Tonight, I’m going to show him what he’s missing, and he’s 
going to see me, really see me, whether he likes it or not. 


CHAPTER EIGHT 


l yler 


We have a quiet kind of night. Its a weekday in the 
morning, so everyone is a little more subdued, knowing 
they’ll have to wake up in the morning and get stuff done. 
The partying isn’t quite as wild, and I manage to keep an 
eye on Janelle the whole night, making sure no one gives 
her any trouble. It won’t be that easy for long. I saw the 
looks she was getting, even if she did go home and change. 


I don’t think Threepin was happy about her getting this job, 
but he kept his head down and seemed to accept it. I 
watched the way they interacted all night. I swear she has 
him wrapped around her little finger. I’m not surprised. If I 
lost my wife, I guess that I would want to give my daughter 
anything and everything that she wanted, too. 


I stay on in the clubhouse after everyone else leaves, 
heading back into our meeting room where we take care of 
all official club business. We vote around the table on things 
that affect the club, including accepting new members or 
taking on a new area of business. Most of the time, our 


votes are unanimous. Everyone trusts Badger. We do 
whatever he thinks is best. 


I have a few things to take care of admin mostly, checking 
that the legal paperwork has been filed for a new venture. 
Who would have thought that being part of a motorcycle 
gang in the twenty-first century would mean getting smart 
on legal matters and taking on legitimate businesses? 


I hear the door to the room swing open, and my back 
stiffens. No one comes in here unless it’s on official club 
business. Or, of course, unless they’re here to harm us - or 
arrest us. 


“I’m done for the night.” 


I relax immediately, realizing it’s Janelle. She must not know 
the rules around here yet. “This room is off limits to anyone 
who isn’t a patched member of the club,” I say, turning 
around and then my voice stops in my throat. 


It’s not just my voice. Hell, my eyes nearly bulge out of my 
skull. She must have waited until everyone else was gone 
and then snuck away to get changed. She’s wearing an 
even tighter and even shorter dress than before, clinging so 
close to her body that I can make out every curve. The hem 
ends just below the curve of her hips, only marginally 
covering her panties. 


And I know she’s wearing them, because the white dress 
shows through the white bra and panties she has on so 
easily I can make out every line. They stand out against the 
light tan of her skin, and my cock gives an answering twitch 
in my jeans. I think she knows the effect she has on me. I 
can’t stop gaping long enough to close my mouth. 


“Really?” she asks, her voice low and seductive. “Are you 
going to make me leave?” 


I swallow, getting a hold of myself or rather, of what I want. 
This was always inevitable from the first moment that I saw 
her. I should have known we would end up here. I reach for 
her, stepping forwards even as she willingly and eagerly 
moves into my arms. I grip her tight, holding her against 
me, crashing my mouth down on her and tasting her for the 
first time. The scent of honey and almonds fills my nose. Her 
skin is so soft, so delicate, under my fingertips and my lips. 


She moans, the vibrations shooting straight to my cock. I 
can’t wait any longer. I need to have her now. I grab her by 
the hips and lift, pulling her forward when she instinctively 
wraps her legs around me. I carry her over to the 
clubhouse table and sit her on the edge of it, breaking away 
to drop down to my knees in front of her. 


I look up and meet Janelle’s eyes, making sure to maintain 
eye contact as I slide my hands up her thighs. They stroke 
along her skin, up and up, and under her short dress, 
pushing it over her hips easily. She keeps eye contact 
steadily, biting her lip with an anticipation that sends 
another jolt to my already aching cock. I don’t know what 
she’s doing to me, but it’s working. 


I hook my fingers into the sides of her white panties and 
drag them down, slowly, unveiling her like a fine art 
painting. I want to savor every moment. She gives a little 
gasp as the fabric pulls away from her body and I see her 
for the first time, a delicate flower ready and waiting for 
me. She glistens wetly, a sign if I needed one that she wants 
this just as much as I do. 


I slide forward on the floor, my hands slipping along the 
insides of her thighs and forcing her legs wider apart. She 
moans throatily, a sound that only heightens my own 
excitement. I put my hands around her ass and pull her 


right to the edge of the table, getting her situated just 
right, and then burying my head between her thighs. 


At the first touch of my tongue to her lips she twitches and 
gasps, and her legs fall open just a little bit wider, inviting 
me further in. I oblige, running my tongue over every bump 
and nook and cranny, exploring, making a mental map of 
her with the tip of my tongue. I make a note of the places 
that make her moan, make her muscles contract 
involuntarily, that make her suck in her breath. 


Then I really set to work. I slip my tongue inside her 
entrance, just lightly, running it around until she wiggles 
her hips and fights for breath. I follow this with long, slow 
licks up and down, then circle her clit, feeling how excited 
she is and tasting the proof as it gushes from her. Knowing 
how well it’s working only pushes me on further. 


I shift slightly, encouraged by the sigh of disappointment 
she gives at the removal of my tongue. It’s only for a 
moment, though, and I quickly slip my thumb over her clit, 
rubbing gently up and down while my tongue works the 
rest of her. She moans again, long and breathy. 


When I have her worked up into a frenzy, I move to the next 
phase. I take my finger and slide it inside her slowly, 
swapping the attention of my tongue to circle my finger 
around her clit again. I know this must be bringing her to 
the edge by how she grips at my shoulders, so tight I think I 
must have the imprints of fingernails on my skin. I move my 
finger in and out, slowly at first and then faster, building all 
the time, building and building until she comes to the very 
edge. 


“Tyler,” she gasps out. “Oh - Tyler - I -!” 


I know what she wants to tell me. And I ride the wave with 
her, carrying on my ministrations until she finally stops 


twitching and sighs in satisfaction. 


CHAPTER NINE 


J anelle 


Ecstasy crashes over me like a wave, rolling and drenching, 
carrying me in its wake with total loss of control. I hear 
myself calling out his name like someone possessed, trying 
to tell him that I’m on the edge, and then I’m over it, 
twitching and contracting around his finger. 


He keeps moving until the pleasure starts to ebb away, and 
I get the chance to breathe again for the first time in what 
feels like a long time. When I finally get enough sense back 
to open my eyes, I see him still kneeling before me, wearing 
a self-satisfied smirk. 


“Wow,” I mutter, unable to stop myself. It's a pure 
expression, without a filter. The only thing I can actually 
force through the mush that is currently my brain. 


Tyler gets up from the floor and leans over me with a 
seductive smile. “I take it you liked round one.” 


“I did,” I manage to nod. 


“Then I’m feeling good about round two,” he says, 
unbuckling his belt and starting to undo his jeans. 


“I’m so glad I’m finally getting to do this,” I say, watching 
hungrily as he works. 


“Finally?” Tyler gives a half-laugh. “I’ve known you less than 
a week.” 


“No, I meant having sex,” I say. My brain is half- 
disconnected from my mouth still, or I would probably 
never have said it. “I’m glad I finally get to have sex.” 


Tyler frowns, pausing with his hands just ready to drop his 
jeans to the floor. My mouth is practically watering. I want 
to see what he has for me. I bet he’s big. I mean, I don’t 
actually have a frame of reference for what’s big and what 
isn’t, but I bet he is. 


“You're a virgin?” he says. 


I shrug. “Having a super overprotective Dad in a 
motorcycle gang wasn’t exactly a great prospect for getting 
a boyfriend in high school. He scared off just about every 
guy who ever looked at me in the hall.” It isn’t a big deal. 
I’ve never thought of it as something that was holding me 
back. I was just waiting for a guy that would be good 
enough to take the risk of making Dad angry. I never found 
one until now...and since I’m an adult now, too, there’s not 
exactly much he can do about it if he doesn’t like it. 


Tyler begins to back away from me, doing his jeans and belt 
back up. I could swear he has a look of horror on his face. I 
draw my legs together instinctively, not wanting to be 
exposed in front of him while he looks at me like that. “You 
should have told me,” he says, and my heart crashes down 
somewhere near my panties on the floor. 


CHAPTER TEN 


l yler 


I can’t believe what Janelle is telling me. Why didn’t she say 
anything before? Maybe I should have guessed it, but the 
thought never entered my mind. 


“Its not a big deal,” she protests quietly, yanking her dress 
down over her hips. 


“Of course, it’s a big deal,” I tell her. “You were just going to 
let me fuck you on a table in the clubhouse? Sticky with 
beer, stinking of other women in here? No way. That’s not 
right. Not for your first time.” 


“But I want it,” Janelle says. I can see her eyes getting 
wider, filling with tears. It wasn’t the part of her I was 
expecting to make moist tonight, but this is how it has to be. 


“To just throw your first time away on a backroom scuffle?” 
I shake my head. “Hell no. This needs to be special. You 
deserve that.” 


“Wait...” a little frown appears on her delicate features, 
somehow making her look even cuter. “So, you still want 


to?” 


“Yes,” I tell her, blown away that she doesn’t know. “Of 
course I want to. I can’t tell you how hard it is to hold myself 
back from devouring you right this second.” 


“Then don’t,” she says, reaching for me. 


It takes every shred of self-control I have to duck out of her 
way. “Stop trying to tempt me,” I say. “This is going to 
happen the right way. I mean it.” 


“But when, then?” she pouts. “We’re both right here. Why 
wait?” 


I chuckle and move forward to cup her jaw with my hand. 
“This weekend. I know we have to wait the rest of the week, 
but trust me. It’s going to be worth it. You’ll see why waiting 
was the right idea.” 


She sighs, warm air moving over my hand and wrist. “Can I 
at least... you know?” She makes a vague gesture towards 
me. 


“What?” 


“Make you happy.” A faint blush appears on her cheeks. 
“The way you did for me.” 


I can’t stop the gleam in my eye as I lean down and kiss her 
full on the mouth, but I can stop myself from going any 
further. She deserves more. “Oh, you will,” I tell her. “This 
weekend.” 


It’s going to take a lot of my willpower for me to stay away 
from her for the few days before the weekend, but she 
doesn’t need to know that. She has to think that I’m in 
control and handling it well, otherwise she’ll try to get me 
to fold early. I can tell. She’s hungry for me, just as I am for 
her. 


But I know what I have to do to make this special for her. 
I’ve waited my whole life to meet her, what difference does 
a few more days make? My mind is already working 
through plans, and it’s late. 


“You should get home,” I tell her, stooping down and 
handing her panties back with a grin. “Get to bed and 
dream of me.” 


Instead of putting the panties on like I expected, she turns 
and tucks them into the pocket of my jeans. “Oh, I will,” she 
says, with an impish smile. “And I hope you'll dream of me.” 


I watch her go from the room, her hips swaying side to side, 
the outline of her ass visible through the thin white material 
of her tight dress. I know I will. Hell, I’m not even going to 
be able to sleep unless I take a cold shower and work out 
some of the frustration she’s already built up in my hard, 
straining cock. 


CHAPTER ELEVEN 


J anelle 


I feel like a woman possessed. I don’t know what’s come 
over me, but I can’t contain myself anymore. I can’t keep 
my eyes away from him, and my hands ache to learn the 
contours of his body. We were so torturously close, and now 
I have to rely on fantasies only to get me through the week. 


I haven’t told anyone about what happened between us, 
and I know that he hasn’t either. No one knows but us. 
That’s probably for the best, given that Dad would probably 
blow a gasket if he found out I was sleeping with someone 
from the club. 


I work there again on Thursday, putting in a shift from the 
early afternoon, which involves cleaning up the day before’s 
empty glasses and spillages. I swear Tasha has stopped 
putting in any effort at all since I was hired through to the 
evenings, when the club members start coming into the bar 
after a long day of whatever it is they get up to. A few of 
them have grease stains on their hands and clothes, I guess 


from working on their bikes. Some of the others are dusty 
and travel-stained, as if they’ve been on the road all day. 


Tyler comes in a couple of hours before my shift is up. I get 
a thrill of excitement just at the sight of him. He meets my 
eyes and smiles, then looks away quickly, heading over to 
join Badger in conversation. I know he doesn’t want to give 
away that something is going on between us. 


I don’t exactly know what is going on between us, really. I 
guess I didn’t really consider that he might think of me as a 
Gasshead - just looking to sleep with him for the prestige, 
letting him use my body to try to get privileges from the 
club. He made it clear that he doesn’t see me that way. But 
that raises the question, just how does he see me? 


Like a girlfriend? 


I want him to see me that way, and I get a wicked idea into 
my head that if I want him to stay interested I might just 
have to drive him a little wild. I’m wearing a more modest 
outfit today than the last time I saw him, a longer skirt 
falling to my knees in a looser cut, and a shirt with a loose 
jacket that covers me up completely. It doesn’t mean I can’t 
have any fun. In anticipation of the fact that I thought I 
might see him today, I picked out a pair of lace panties that 
leave little to the imagination, just in case. 


I work my way across the bar collecting empties, and then 
linger just at the corner of the counter. I’m in such a 
position that I’m hidden from most of the room from mid- 
chest down, and only Tyler happens to be at an angle where 
he can see my body fully, just steps away from me. The only 
other person who might notice a thing is Tasha, and she’s 
busy at the other end of the bar, leaning her chest on top of 
the counter in the face of one of the other club members. 


I stand and wait, pretending to idly move a few glasses 
around just in case anyone wonders what I’m doing. I will 
him to look my way, watching him from under my eyelashes, 
hoping he will feel the heat of my gaze on him. Finally, after 
what feels like an eternity of anxious waiting, his head turns 
and he meets my gaze. 


I raise an eyebrow quickly and then glance down, drawing 
his attention. At the same time I lift my skirt from the top, 
bunching it up quickly in my hands until my panties are in 
full view. When I look up again, Tyler’s eyes are just about 
bulging out of his skull. 


I drop my skirt, smooth it out, and grab a tray, flouncing 
past him happily as he clears his throat and adjusts his 
position on the bar stool. When I glance back, he’s still 
watching me walk around the room, nodding 
unconvincingly to pretend that he is still listening to 
Badger. 


Score one, Janelle. 


I gather up the last round of glasses and take a seat for a 
moment, resting while I wait for the club members to drink 
their way through another load. I know it won’t be long, but 
at least I can get a moment of respite so my feet don’t ache 
in the morning. I don’t know where Dad’s gone, but he must 
have slipped into one of the back rooms with a few other 
men that I can’t see anymore. It doesn’t matter. I’m 
perfectly capable of sitting by myself for a few minutes. I’m 
at work, after all. 


“Hey, darlin’.” I stiffen in surprise, looking around to see 
one of the younger club members coming over. He has an 
upturned nose like a pig, and a shaggy, unkempt hairstyle. 
“You Slackin’ off on the job?” 


I get to my feet hastily. “I was just taking a rest for a 
minute,” I explain. “I’ve already collected all the empties. 
Just waiting for something else to happen so I’m needed 
again.” 


He barks out a laugh and pulls out the chair next to me. 
“T’m just kiddin’ around with you, darlin’. Take a seat. Don’t 
let me interrupt your rest.” 


I give him an uneasy half-smile, dropping back down into 
my chair. He’s sitting close to me, now, very close. I can 
smell cigarette smoke and cheap beer on him, combined 
with a liberal wash of BO. 


“Now, just what was your name again? Janie?” 


“Janelle,” I tell him, fighting the urge to lean back and away 
from him. I don’t want to seem rude. His teeth in his mouth 
are yellow and his breath reeks. 


“T think Janie suits you better. ‘S prettier.” He fixes me with 
a squint, which I think might be his attempt at a seductive 
look. I realize he’s several beers deep into the night, his 
words slightly slurred at the edges. 


“Um.” I don’t even know what the appropriate answer is. 
“Thank you?” 


“Mm-hmm.” He leans even closer, and to my horror, his 
hand lands on my leg, on top of my skirt. “You lookin’ to be 
someone’s old lady, Janie? We can do something ‘bout that. 
Just gotta audition you first.” 


I can barely open my mouth to tell him no. As he speaks, his 
fingers deftly flick the hem of my skirt aside and slide along 
my bare skin, up along the inner edge of my thigh. Higher, 
higher, and higher. I’m frozen with fear. 


“No,” I gasp out, finding my voice but finding it strained 
and barely audible. “I don’t want...” 


“Sure, you do,” he says, leaning closer and breathing his 
foul breath right into my face. His hand moves higher still, 
way too high up, his fingers only a brief moment away from 
brushing the lace of my panties. I want to scream and push 
him away, but my breath catches in my throat and my body 
feels stiff and frozen. 


I don’t want this. But suddenly, I’m too scared to make him 
stop. 


CHAPTER TWELVE 


l yler 


I loom over Snout and Janelle, my arms folded menacingly 
across my chest. “Back off,” I say, pleased to see that his 
hand jerks out from inside her skirt at the sound of my 
voice. “Janelle is off-limits to you.” 


Snout’s initial burst of fear at being told off by his vice 
president wears off, and he sneers back at me. His hand 
lands back on Janelle’s thigh, though on top of her skirt this 
time, giving her leg a hard squeeze. “Aw, come on, Ty,” he 
says. “They’re all someone’s daughter. It’s just a bit of 
pussy. She wouldn’t be in here if she didn’t want it.” 


“Get your hand off her,” I growl through gritted teeth. The 
animal rage surging through me is telling me to tear him to 
shreds, to hit him until he has to drink through a straw for 
the rest of his life. Club members aren’t supposed to start 
on each other without good reason, and as VP I ought to set 
an example. But hell if I won’t set this sniveling weasel 
straight if I have to. 


Snout’s hand only travels higher in response, fitting into the 
curve of her hip were it meets her thigh. His fingers are 
somewhere only I get to touch, and Janelle’s wide, tear- 
filled eyes push me over the edge. I can’t contain it any 
longer. 


I grab Snout by the back of the neck and haul him to his 
feet, though he barely manages to stand on them. He’s 
drunk. He sways even in my grip, but I’m not going to let 
him off just because he’s had a few too many. He’s still 
wearing that sneer, still thinking he’s a funny man and he’s 
going to get away with it and do whatever he likes to Janelle 
without anyone stopping him. 


I lean back and then let my fist fly, socking him right in the 
mouth with a jarring impact that runs satisfyingly up my 
arm. I hear the crunch of one of his teeth letting go, and 
when I relax my hold on his neck, he drops immediately to 
the floor. 


He isn’t unconscious, but his mouth is bloody. I can almost 
feel the imprint of his teeth against the front of my knuckles 
where I hit him dead-on. He quickly scrambles to his feet, 
almost falling over, and spits a bloody tooth onto the floor 
before backing away and then running for the door. I let 
him go. He’s learnt his lesson, and if he hasn’t, then TIl just 
have to teach him even harder next time. 


I dimly realize that the bar has fallen into silence around 
me. Tasha has even stopped the music, perhaps in 
anticipation of needing to hear what was going on, in case it 
turned into a full-on brawl. Everyone is staring. 


“That’s what he gets,” I say, glancing around and meeting a 
few eyes. “She said no.” 


Most of the men I look at avert their eyes. They aren’t going 
to argue with me. Badger is watching me evenly, assessing. 


He looks neither angry or impressed. He’s waiting to see 
how the situation plays out before deciding which side to 
land on. 


a Hey! n 


I turn to watch Threepin striding across the floor of the bar 
towards me. Despite the fact that he is shorter than my six 
feet three inches, he has always filled in for that with 
bristling hostility when the situation calls for it. I haven’t 
often seen it turned on me, but now it is. 


“Its not your job to protect my girl,” he says fiercely, rage 
filling his face. 


I know why he’s angry. Me stepping up for Janelle like that 
sends a message. That maybe I’m claiming her for myself, 
defending my territory. It doesn’t matter that Snout was 
being an asshole. I could have made a point about Janelle 
being a club member’s daughter, and that wouldn’t even 
have mattered anyway, plenty of the Gassheads we’ve had 
over the years have been related to someone. Hell, I’ve 
seen wives being led into the back rooms by someone who 
isn’t their husband. 


If I didn’t care for her, I would have left them to it. Left her 
to shout and push Snout away, like she should have done. 
Splash a drink in his face. But Janelle isn’t like the girls we 
get in here most of the time, women who are here for all of 
that anyway and won’t hesitate to make it clear who they 
want. She isn’t part of this world. I couldn’t leave her to 
defend herself. 


And what that says to Threepin is that I have designs on his 
little girl. The fact that he’s right doesn’t make it any better. 


“Maybe it is my job,” I say, because there’s no point in not 
standing my ground now. I’ve made my position clear. If 


anyone else was thinking about going for her, they won’t, so 
long as I claim her first. 


Threepin stands closer to me, his chest puffed out, the 
muscles in his arms taut with tension. “I’m telling you,” he 
says with careful and furious precision. “It ain’t.” 


I feel weary all of a sudden. So much of this feels 
unnecessary. All of the posturing, all of the sizing up to one 
another and spilt blood. It’s stupid. I can’t start with a fight 
if I’m going to make Janelle mine for the long run. Which is 
just what I want. Forever. 


“Let’s go in the back,” I tell Threepin. “And talk about this.” 


CHAPTER THIRTEEN 


J anelle 


I spend an anxious wait out in the bar, tapping my fingers 
against the wood of the table. I have no idea what Tyler and 
Dad are saying to each other or even if they’re just talking, 
or resorting to blows. I glance down at the floor and shiver 
at the sight of Snout’s tooth still laying in a spot of bright 
blood. 


He deserved it. Tyler was right about that. I’m glad he hit 
him in the face. But the thought of the same thing 
happening to my Dad makes me want to hug my knees to 
my chest like a little girl. 


Everyone is avoiding looking at me, though there was some 
laughter about the whole situation after Tyler and Dad 
disappeared down the hall. All of the men were nudging 
each other and cracking jokes about Snout’s reputation, 
about how he’s been walking the line for long enough, and 
it was time someone put him in his place. That didn’t make 
me feel any better. Maybe Tyler has the approval of the rest 


of the club members, but if he doesn’t have it from my Dad, 
we aren’t going to get very far. 


Dad comes storming out of the hall after what feels like an 
age. His face is like thunder, and I can’t bring myself to ask 
what he was talking to Tyler about. He grabs me by the arm 
without a word and lifts me from my chair, leaving me 
scrambling to keep up as he walks out of the clubhouse with 
me in tow. 


I can barely catch my breath by the time we reach my car. 
Dad opens the passenger door and pushes me inside, then 
takes the driver’s seat. When I offer him the keys, he 
snatches them out of my hand and starts the engine, 
speeding us away with a roar of the exhaust. 


“Dad?” I ask, quietly. He’s focusing on the road and I don’t 
want to upset him or make him drive faster, but I need to 
know what’s going on. 


“You don’t go back there,” he says, his voice short and thick 
with anger. “Do you hear me? I forbid you. I forbid you from 
seeing Tyler again. Stay away from him.” 


The thought fills me with horror. The idea of seeing him this 
weekend is the only thing that got me through the week. I 
need to see him. I need to be with him. Whatever we have is 
only just getting started, but I already know that it’s special. 


“But, Dad,” I start. 


He cuts me off with a tone that brooks no further argument. 
“I forbid it,” he snarls, putting his foot down on the 
accelerator as we fly around a corner so fast I grab onto the 
door handle for support. 


I bite my lip, tasting blood as my teeth slide too deep. This is 
bad, really bad. 


When we get home, Dad stalks into the house and slams the 
door behind me so hard that the timber creaks. I flee into 
my room, not wanting to stay around him, but as I do I see 
him out of the corner of my eye. He’s taking his cut off. He 
throws it on the ground and leaves it there, abandoned and 
discarded. Even at home, he’s always worn his cut. 


Friday is even worse. I come home from class to find Dad 
sitting on the couch with a bottle of beer - home, not out at 
the clubhouse. He still isn’t wearing his cut. Somehow, he 
looks smaller without it. I go up to my room again, 
preferring to hide away from him rather than get into a 
fight. He looks so broken and angry that I’m scared to make 
it worse for him. 


I hear the doorbell ring after dinner, and creep onto the 
landing to listen. I tense when I hear a familiar voice, Snout 
talking to Dad from the doorstep. 


“Well, anyway, I jus’ wanted to tell you I’m sorry,” he’s 
saying. “If it’s ‘cause of me you’re staying home, don’t. I 
know I did wrong.” 


“It’s not you, Snout.” I hear Dad sigh. “Although, yes, screw 
you for trying to hit on my daughter. But you got yours.” 


“So, then, what? You don’t want her near Ty neither?” 
I stiffen up, listening closely. 


“T don’t think I’m coming back to the club, Snout.” Dad’s 
voice is full of regret, but also firm and resolute. “I think I 
might hand in my cut and walk away.” 


“Naw, come on man, not over this,” Snout says. “We’re your 
brothers for life. Don’t throw that away. Talk to Ty. He’s a 


good man.” 
“T don’t think I can.” 


“Please, Threepin.” Snout really sounds like he’s begging. “I 
don’t know if they’ll let you out clean. You know too much 
about the club’s business. Don’t risk it. Just come back and 
spend some time tomorrow. Without your girl. Pl tell Tyler 
to stay away. Just spend some time with us and we can all 
talk it over.” 


Dad sighs heavily. “No Tyler?” 
“No Ty. I’ll make sure Badger tells him to stay away.” 
“Alright, fine. I’ll see you tomorrow.” 


I breathe a sigh of relief, then quickly scamper back into my 
room before Dad realizes I’ve been listening in. I’ll have to 
stay home tomorrow instead of working my shift, but at 
least there’s a chance of all of this getting fixed. That’s what 
I need, more than anything. 


But it does mean my weekend plans with Tyler might be 
ruined. 


Unless, of course, he puts two and two together - if both me 
and him are banned from the clubhouse, and Dad won’t be 
home... 


CHAPTER FOURTEEN 


l yler 


I haven’t given up on my girl. Nothing could make me do 
that. She belongs to me, and that’s all there is to it. 
Threepin might take some work, but you can’t stop fate. 


I’m not giving up on Janelle. Problem is, we never 
exchanged numbers. That wasn’t exactly top of my mind 
when I was eating her out on the clubhouse table or 
watching her hips sway as she worked. I assumed we’d just 
see each other again the next day, but that might be hard 
with her Dad staying home and keeping her there too. 


“Listen, Tyler,” Badger says, coming over and clapping an 
arm across my shoulders. “About this Threepin situation.” 


I groan inwardly. “I tried to talk to him.” 


“I know, I know. But he’s stubborn. Takes a little time to 
turn him around. You know that.” Badger pauses, as if 
weighing his words. “Snout went and spoke to him. 
Apologized.” 


“You think I should do the same?” I ask. I’m about to 
protest. I haven’t actually done anything wrong and I’m not 
going to back down. I still want Janelle, and I won’t stop 
wanting her. Ever. 


“No,” Badger says, shaking his head. “Look, it’s like this. 
Threepin will come by tomorrow, talk to the guys. We’re 
going to have to convince him to stay in the club. He told 
Snout he wants to hand in his cut.” 


I suck in a breath through my teeth. That’s serious. Turning 
your back on your club is like turning your back on your 
family. Worse than that, because Threepin knows things 
that could get us into a lot of trouble. We can’t have him 
spreading those things around out of spite. If he tries to 
leave, I don’t know what Badger will ask us to do to keep 
him quiet. 


“What can I do?” I ask. I mean it. lll do what’s needed. 
Anything so long as I get to keep Janelle and make Threepin 
stay in the club. I need both of them, not one or the other. 


“Stay home,” Badger says flatly. “Snout negotiated it. 
Threepin’s only coming in if you’re not here. Let me sort out 
this mess, and we'll call you back in when we can.” 


It stings. I’m vice president, second in command. For me to 
not be at the table is an insult. But I have to do what it takes 
for the good of the club. 


“Fine,” I say, and there’s something else, too. If I’m not 
allowed to be here, but Threepin is, that means he won’t be 
keeping a watchful eye on Janelle. 


Maybe the weekend I had planned for her might be able to 
go ahead after all. 


“Then I need to dip into the coffers,” I add, coming to an 
idea. “I’ve got something I’ve been wanting to do for a 


while. Might as well do it this weekend. I won’t be back til 
Monday.” 


Badger nods. “Fine by me. Just stay out of trouble, Ty.” 
I grin. “Oh, I will.” 


Saturday morning, I get on my bike and ride over to 
Threepin’s house. I linger outside until I’m sure that he isn’t 
home, his bike was still back at the clubhouse, but Janelle’s 
car is missing from the driveway. She must be alone. 


I climb off my bike and walk over to the house, gathering 
some loose stones from the ground as I go. I pause in front 
of what I know is her bedroom window, up on the first floor. 
The last time I came to this house, that bedroom was filled 
with teddy bears and pastel colors. I wonder what it looks 
like now. 


I throw the stones one by one at the glass, hearing them 
ping off with a satisfying clatter, until at last the window is 
thrown open. She leans out of the window, looking down 
with annoyance and then, when she realizes it’s me, with 
excitement. “Tyler?” 


“Hey, baby,” I say, giving her a grin. I didn’t realize how 
good it would feel just to see Janelle’s face. “We have a 
date, remember?” 


She laughs happily, but then a frown crosses over her 
features like a storm cloud covering the sun. “I can’t get 
out,” she says. “Dad locked the door and took the keys with 
him.” 


“Well, that’s alright,” I tell her, moving closer to the house. 
“Climb out and sit on the windowsill, then drop. TIl catch 


n 


you. 


“Are you serious?” Janelle glances up at the sky. The 
weather is fine so there won’t be any problem with leaving 
her window open and the house unattended. The only thing 
She’ll be risking is making her Dad angry, and he’s already 
there. 


“Yeah, I’m serious,” I confirm. I spread my arms out, ready 
to catch her. “Don’t you trust me?” 


Janelle slowly climbs out onto the windowsill, her legs 
dangling over the edge. She’s wearing cutoff jean shorts 
and sneakers, and a tight t-shirt that makes me ache to run 
my hands over her breasts. “Oh, god,” she says, looking 
down at how far it is. “You’re not going to miss, right?” 


I laugh. “I’m not going to miss, I promise. Or drop you, 
either. Just take it slow. On the count of three, just slide 
forward gently. I’ll catch you.” 


She hesitates on the very edge, waiting for my count. I call 
out the numbers clearly and patiently, ready for her. On 
three she drops, gently, falling like a feather more than a 
stone. I take her weight, only dropping a short distance at 
the impact, then straighten up again with her firmly in my 
arms. 


“Where are we going?” she asks, breathlessly twining her 
arms around my neck. 


“You'll see.” I kiss her deeply, taking advantage of the fact 
that her mouth is so close to mine. I don’t want to put her 
down. I want her pressed against me close like this at all 
times. 


I carry her over to my Harley and then reluctantly put her 
down, getting the spare helmet out of the seat 
compartment for her. She puts it on, and I get a shiver 


down my spine. Seeing the girl of your dreams getting on 
the back of your bike, that just about ticks off a fantasy for 
me. 


I hop on my bike and she climbs on behind me, her arms 
gripping tight around my waist, her chest pressing into my 
back. I could get used to this. I fire up the bike and push off, 
pointing my nose out of town and pushing the accelerator 
forward. We’ve got somewhere to be, and as pleasant as it 
is to feel her body fitted close against mine like this, I want 
it to be over as fast as possible...so we can press against 
each other in other, even more pleasing ways. 


CHAPTER FIFTEEN 


J anelle 


The hotel room is amazing, like nothing I’ve ever seen 
before. From the plush King size bed to the luxurious 
carpet, which feels like heaven on my bare toes, 
everywhere is stepped in comfort and opulence. I don’t 
think I’ll ever want to leave. 


“How can you afford this?” I ask, turning back to Tyler after 
my breathless exploration of the suite. The bathroom is my 
favorite so far, black marble tiles and a rainfall shower, not 
to mention the hot tub. “This must be so expensive, even for 
a night.” 


“Don’t worry about it, baby,” Tyler grins, running his hands 
down my back. “It’s club money. We can afford whatever we 
want.” 


“Anything?” 
“Yeah. You want to order the lobster on room service?” 


I laugh excitedly. “Maybe later. What are we doing now?” 


“Now,” he says, giving me a wicked look that sends fire into 
my belly. “I was thinking we could check out the hot tub.” 


I pout teasingly. “But I didn’t bring a bikini.” 
“Don’t worry,” he laughs. “ You’re not going to need one.” 


He lunges forward and picks me up by my hips, making me 
squeal and laugh as he runs into the bathroom carrying me. 
Then he sets me down on the side of the bath and reaches 
for the hem of my t-shirt, drawing it up and over my head. 


A shiver of anticipation runs through me. No man has seen 
me fully naked, and even though Tyler had his head 
between my legs earlier this week, it’s not quite the same to 
be totally exposed in front of him. I don’t feel nervous or 
unsure, though, I just can’t wait. I want him to see me. To 
be the only one to see me like that. 


Tyler lands little kisses on my skin as he undresses me, each 
new area uncovered. A kiss for my shoulders, my arms, my 
chest, my stomach. He lingers and plants kisses on my 
already-bare legs before making me lift my hips so he can 
slide off my jean shorts, leaving me in just my underwear. I 
wiggle and squirm as he kisses the tops of my thighs, he sits 
back on his heels ready to pull off another piece of clothing. 


“Wait,” I tell him breathlessly. He looks up with an 
expression of concern, but I give him a grin. “This isn’t fair. 
You’ve already undressed me once. Don’t you think you 
need to even up the score?” 


He quirks an eyebrow quizzically, but gets it when I gesture 
at his body. He rolls his eyes with a smile and stands up, 
reaching for his cut. He takes it off carefully, almost 
reverently, folding it into a neat pile and placing it to one 
side. 


Under it he’s wearing a black t-shirt and those same ripped 
black jeans he seems to favor so much. With one swift and 
easy movement he shucks his tee up over his head and onto 
the floor, where it pools unheeded, with none of the care 
afforded to his cut. I’m not exactly looking at his shirt, 
though. 


I’m looking at his chest, well-defined muscles narrowing 
into a sharp V at his hips, pointing tantalizingly down to the 
top of his jeans. His skin is covered in tattoos, across his 
chest and down his side as well as both of his arms, symbols 
related to the club and images done with some skill. 
Alongside them too are scars, a round mark on his left 
shoulder that looks like a bullet wound, slashes across the 
lower part of his stomach, and a pebbled pattern on his side 
that looks like bad road rash. 


“That more even for you?” he asks, smirking as he catches 
me checking him out. 


I shake my head, and not just to try to bring myself back to 
earth. “No way. I’m sitting here in my underwear. You’re 
still wearing jeans.” 


He laughs, then shrugs his tanned shoulders, making the 
muscles of his chest ripple. “I was going by the fact that 
you’re wearing two items of clothing and so am I. But, if you 
insist...” He undoes his belt, the Harley logo buckle 
clattering to one side, and slips his jeans to the floor, 
stepping out of them in only his boxers. His legs are well- 
muscled, lean and strong from gripping the sides of his 
bike, and I can’t help but shiver at the thought of gripping 
them between my legs. 


“That’s more like it,” I tell him, receiving a smile as a 
reward for my words. He steps closer to me again and cups 
my face in his hands, towering over me now where I sit on 
the edge of the tub. He leans closer, then reaches past me 


to turn on the water. I sigh at the tease and he laughs, the 
warm skin of his chest brushing over me as he leans back 
and then down for a kiss. 


His lips are hot and needy, his tongue slipping between 
mine at the first opportunity. I moan into his mouth, feeling 
that tongue skillfully twist around and twine with mine. I 
know already what it can do. And I want to feel it again. 


Tyler reaches behind me and, with the warmth of his arms 
surrounding me, I feel the clasp of my bra come loose. He 
moves back and pulls the lacy fabric with him, letting it slip 
over my arms and to the floor. I don’t feel nervous or like I 
should cover up in front of him. His eyes drop to my chest 
and a look of adoration, that he has been wearing since we 
arrived here, only deepens. He moves forward to kiss each 
of my breasts just as he has with every other part of my 
body, and then hooks his fingers in the sides of my lace 
panties. 


I lift my hips for him as he pulls them down and away, 
dropping them onto the floor with the rest of our clothes. 
Only one item is left between us, but he gets the hint before 
I need to say it out loud, straightening up and dropping his 
boxers to the floor. I can only gape. His cock is huge, just 
like I imagined, only I couldn’t really imagine how big it 
might be, and to see it is incredible. One jutting vein stands 
out alongside its edge, following a meandering path along 
his hard length to his head. 


“You got me halfway there, just looking at you,” he 
murmurs, and I look up to realize he’s been watching me 
take him in. I flush a little at the realization, and then his 
words hit me - halfway? Meaning, it still has to get bigger? 


He tackles me around the waist and I scream as he throws 
us both into the hot tub. It’s hot and bubbling already, the 
jets streaming through scented water and bubbles. As I 


settle onto one of the built-in seats, he presses a button on 
the side, turning the lighting a soft pink and starting up soft 
music from somewhere. I sigh a little as his cock disappears 
under the bubbling water when he sits next to me, but my 
disappointment doesn’t last for long. 


Tyler reaches up for a bottle of body wash and pours some 
of it onto his hands. Before I can ask what he’s doing, he 
moves closer and rubs them together into a foam, then 
starts to work his hands over my shoulders. The gentle 
strawberry scent of the wash rises into the air, making me 
close my eyes and tip my head back gently against the rim 
of the tub, feeling relaxation seep through my muscles. 
Tyler’s hands are gentle, sweeping circles across my 
shoulders and then picking up each of my arms in turn to 
wash down them. 


I could never imagine it would feel so luxurious just to be 
washed by someone. After finishing my arms, and carefully 
rubbing each of my hands down to the tips of my fingers, I 
feel like Tyler is not just washing me but also massaging. 
Each part of me that he touches comes back lighter, 
refreshed. He sweeps back up to my shoulders and then his 
hands move down to my chest, cupping my breasts and 
then swirling around them. 


His fingers move closer and closer to my nipples in 
torturously slow movements before he finally reaches them, 
sweeping the rough pads of his thumbs over each of them 
at the same time, rolling them around and around. I arch 
my back towards him, wanting more. Each touch adds more 
fire to the blaze at the bottom of my stomach, ready and 
begging him to move those hands downwards. 


As if he can read my mind, he does, leaving my nipples 
behind and working over my stomach in sweeps that move 
progressively lower and lower. Then he reaches my hips, 


lifting them out of the water as he goes, until all of me is 
just about breaching the water. 


He lets me go instead of dipping yet lower as I want him to, 
and refills his hands with another dollop of the body wash. 
Instead of picking up where he left off, he fishes each of my 
feet out of the water in turn, and starts by massaging them 
before sweeping down the rest of my legs. Again his fingers 
come tantalizingly close to touching between them, before 
moving away again and letting me drop into the water. 


Finally, when I think I can’t take it anymore and I must beg 
him out loud, he gives me what I want. His hands dip under 
the water to find my clit and one thumb begins to swirl 
around it immediately, making me gasp and buck my hips. 
The other hand seeks my entrance with a finger, easing it 
into me and turning all my nerve ends into fire. 


“Tyler,” I say dreamily, letting my eyes slide shut. I don’t 
need to see. My whole world is filled now with the sensation 
of his hands working me over, one thrusting in and out of 
me, the other swirling around my clit, evoking the most 
sensitive reactions. The scent of the tub fills my nose, and 
the music is all around us, a soft voice crooning something I 
can’t make out - because I can’t concentrate on it long 
enough to care. 


“Is that good, baby?” Tyler breathes in my ear, making my 
breath hitch. 


I answer him so quickly he’s barely finished talking. “Yes,” I 
moan, arching my back under his fingers again. I want to 
lose myself, to beg him to do this every day and never stop, 
to debase myself however he might ask me to. Everything is 
so intense, even more so than the first time he touched me. 
It feels so good that I - 


“I - I think I’m going to...” I murmur, my eyes flying open, 
wanting to warn him. “If you don’t stop, I’m going to...” 


“That’s the plan, baby,” he says, planting soft kisses along 
my cheek and jaw as his hands continue their work. 
Somehow, he seems to know just what motion will make me 
lose my breath, gasp for it, lose it all over again. The finger 
inside of me pulls out for a second and is joined by another, 
and then the thrusting continues, making me feel full and 
intensifying everything even further. 


I don’t want to hold on any longer. Not now that he’s told 
me that he wants me to let go. I strain up against his hands, 
physically showing him I want more, and he answers by 
moving his fingers faster and harder. The sensation builds 
inside of me, that great wave coming over me once more, 
and I let it crash, his name spilling from my lips. 


“Tyler!” I cry out, feeling my whole body twitch and surge 
against him in ecstasy. For a moment I’m aware of 
absolutely nothing in the world, except his fingers inside 
me, that point of contact from which every happiness glows 
out from inside me like shattering crystals. 


CHAPTER SIXTEEN 


l yler 


Janelle’s skin flushes, and she arches her back, her hips 
bucking against me as she comes. I watch her in awe, her 
mouth slightly open, the fluttering of her closed eyelids, the 
way she bites her lip almost subconsciously right at the 
moment of ecstasy. 


I thought I could wait. I wanted us to have a whole dinner, a 
big night. I had it all planned out. But I look at her now, 
flush with pleasure, her perky breasts standing up through 
the water, and I don’t think I can wait any longer. 


“I was going to get us dinner,” I growl. “But I think I’m 
hungry for something else.” 


“Dinner can wait,” she says, her eyes flying open instantly. 
“Please, make dinner wait.” 


At least she feels the same way. I can’t feel guilty about 
skipping ahead on our big night. She’s given me all the 
invitation I need, and I stand up in the hot tub, water 
streaming off me. I am fully hard now, my cock springing up 


with me like a tent pole, and I waste no time in jumping out 
of the tub then reaching back for her hand. 


I help Janelle out of the water, watching it drip down her 
breasts and sparkle in the light down over her smooth skin. 
“God, you’re so beautiful,” I breathe, taking her in as I 
pause momentarily in my quest for a towel. “A goddess.” 


Janelle moves towards me quickly, her curving hips 
swaying, planting her hands against my sides and moving 
her body close to mine. “ You’re not bad yourself.” 


My groping fingers latch onto the soft surface of a plush 
towel and I haul it forward, quickly rubbing her down and 
then myself. She watches with curiosity as I do, her hair, 
tied in a high pony behind her head, still dry and bobbing 
whenever she looks up or down. 


“Wouldn’t want to get water everywhere,” I explain in 
response to her look, then catch her off-guard by grabbing 
her around the waist and lifting her into the air. She gives 
that squeal of hers, half shock and half delight, a squeal I 
don’t think I’m ever going to get tired of hearing. I carry 
her into the bedroom and lay her down on the plush velvet 
and satin sheets of the king size bed, crawling my body up 
and over hers. 


I capture her lips with mine, taking them, claiming them. 
She is mine, from the tips of her toes to the ends of her 
fingertips, and she must know it by now. If she doesn’t, I will 
show her. I claim her tongue next, entangling it with mine, 
making her moan into my mouth. The vibration rumbles 
through me and straight to my cock, which twitches in 
response. It needs her now. 


My hands move to her breasts, squeezing, appreciating 
their size and weight. For myself this time - not just to make 
Janelle feel good, though I know she does as she squirms 


and gasps beneath me. I quickly bring my fingers between 
her legs, feeling how she is still wet in the aftermath of our 
hot tub experience. Not just from the water, either. 


I feel her heartbeat racing, fluttering like the wings of a 
butterfly under my hand. I pause for a moment, looking into 
her eyes. “Are you scared?” I ask. 


“No,” she whispers. “I’m excited.” 


I cover her mouth with mine, wanting to eat her up. She’s 
so perfect. I slide two fingers inside her as we kiss, feeling 
her open up her legs to me, rotating her hips and straining 
up against my hands. My fingers come away slick. If she is 
ever going to be ready, she is ready now. 


I pull away from her mouth, earning a groan of protest 
which I answer with a grin. I move until I’m kneeling in 
front of her and then pull her legs up and over mine, 
grabbing her ass and shifting it up my legs until she is 
splayed open for me, my cock resting gently against her 
entrance. I take myself in hand and rub my head against 
her slickness, watching her eyes and mouth widen, hearing 
her moans of surprise and pleasure. 


I won’t make her wait forever. I adjust my grip and angle 
downwards, letting my head slip inside her waiting 
entrance, just the smallest amount. I feel her muscles 
stiffen, her legs jerking at the new sensation. “Easy, 
beautiful,” I tell her, concentrating on making slow and 
careful progress. I push in gradually, quarter inch by 
quarter inch, even though the feel of her hot, wet pussy 
around me is so amazing I can hardly bear moving so 
slowly. After what feels like an eternity of blissful torture my 
balls rest against her ass, and I’m as far in as I can go, 
enveloped in her tight heat. 


I look up at Janelle’s face. It’s a real picture, wonder at the 
newness of it all, pleasure, amazement, the anticipation of 
finding out what happens next. I shift my position slightly so 
that I have more control to move in and out of her, slowly at 
first so that she can feel every inch, gradually building up 
speed. 


When the tension eases out of her body and her face, and 
she seems instead to be relaxed and enjoying it, I know I 
can speed up. I couldn’t wait any longer if I wanted to. The 
feel of her around me, so tight and wet, is maddening. I 
shift positions again to hold her legs firmly in each hand, 
letting them run up my chest and over each shoulder, and 
then shift my grip to her hips to start thrusting faster and 
harder. 


Janelle’s face changes, her eyes closing at the intensity of 
the new sensations she feels as she cries out and moans in 
ecstasy. I watch her in rapt silence, her breasts swaying up 
and down with every thrust I make, faster now and harder, 
pumping her hips against mine, everything in the world 
dwindling down until only our bodies exist. I can feel myself 
getting closer to the edge, but I hold off. I want her to 
experience this, her first time, in full - and that means 
keeping it going until she comes, or at least for as long as I 
possibly can. 


I pull out quickly, knowing I won’t be able to keep it up 
much longer. Janelle’s eyes fly open and look at me in 
horror, like I just told her she couldn’t keep her new puppy. 
I don’t stop to explain - I lift her hips, supporting her 
weight on my hands, and lower my mouth to her pussy to 
lap and swirl my tongue in her juices. She tastes so good. I 
suck on her clit and race my tongue over her folds like a 
man possessed, unable to stop until I get enough of her. 


Janelle is squirming and thrusting her hips up against my 
mouth, and I can sense that she is almost ready from the 
way she moves. I’m starting to learn her body, to know what 
will finish her off, when she is close. I drop her hips again 
and quickly thrust back inside, slamming against her clit, 
hard and fast, again and again. 


“T-T- Tyler” Janelle cries out, and I feel it, her walls pulsing 
and throbbing around me, contracting until it feels like I 
won’t even be able to pull out, holding onto my cock tighter 
than anything I’ve ever felt before. The sensation pushes 
me over the edge and I let go, both of our bodies twitching 
and jerking together as my seed spills inside her, giving in 
to pure pleasure as waves of it wash over us. 


I pull out at last. Panting and slick with sweat I collapse next 
to her, pulling her into my arms. “Damn, Janelle,” I manage 
to Say. 


“Wow,” she replies breathlessly, and I know she feels the 
Same way. 


This was the best feeling I can ever remember 
experiencing. I want this every night. Hell, I want this every 
day, for the rest of our lives. 


There’s no way in hell I’m letting her go now. 


She’s mine. 


CHAPTER SEVENTEEN 


J anelle 


When we have recovered enough to be able to think clearly 
again, Tyler suggests ordering room service. We pick out 
lobster and steak and champagne, a meal fit for a king and 
his queen, as he puts it. When the knock comes on the door, 
he strides across the room confidently, grabbing our wet 
towel from the bathroom as he passes to hold it against 
himself and save the blushes of the server, who gives him a 
tray on wheels and leaves without coming in. 


I sit up in the bed, wrapped up in the sheets already just in 
case the stranger came in. Tyler drops the towel and walks 
towards me, unashamed of being totally naked in front of 
me, wheeling the tray right up to the bed. 


“Madame,” he says, in an imitation of a French waiter, 
passing me a plate stacked with lobster and pouring the 
champagne into two glasses. 


We eat and drink together, laughing and giddy, at least on 
my part. I can’t believe that a day could be this perfect. The 
only thing that could top it would be if Dad wasn’t angry at 


even the idea of us being together, a thought that sends a 
stab of guilt through my stomach. 


“Are you thinking about Clyde?” Tyler asks, watching me 
from the side as he takes another bite of his steak. 


How did he guess? “I just wish that things weren’t so 
tense,” I sigh. 


“He'll come around, baby,” Tyler says, swooping in to plant 
a kiss on my cheek. “I promise you. I know him well enough. 
We just have to show him how important we are to one 
another.” 


I feel at least a little reassured. Tyler knows exactly what to 
say to make me feel safe and happy, so it stands to reason 
that he’s able to do it with Dad, too. I just hope he’s right. 


After dinner, Tyler gets up and strolls across to the other 
side of the suite, where wide glass windows stretch from 
floor to ceiling out over a lake. The glass has that slightly 
darker tint, black on the outside even though we can see 
through it from here. 


“Where are you going?” I ask, admiring his naked body as 
he leans one arm up against the glass over his head. 


“Just admiring the view,” he replied, turning and raising his 
champagne flute in my direction. “It tries to compete with 
you, but it can’t.” 


I giggle as he turns back to look over the lake, and I 
scramble out of bed to join him. If he’s not shy, then I won’t 
be either. I leave the bedsheets behind and walk across, 
feeling the unfamiliar sensation of the cool air moving over 
every part of my body. I stand next to him by the window, 
looking down on the placid surface of the water and the few 
people, as small as toys from up here, walking along its 
shores. 


Tyler turns his head towards me and looks me up and down. 
“Nope,” he says, completely ignoring the pink sunset 
beginning to streak the sky and reflecting back off the lake, 
sending the world into a cotton candy fantasyland. “Can’t 
compete at all.” he says, and he pulls me close against him 
and kisses me, so deep I feel like we might be floating above 
the lake after all. 


CHAPTER EIGHTEEN 


l yler 


On Sunday morning, I check us out of the hotel with some 
reluctance, knowing that we have to return to real life 
sometime. Janelle climbs onto the back of my Harley and 
squeezes me tight, and I know that I don’t need anything 
else in the world but this. The wind whipping past us, the 
road eaten up by my tires, and my old lady on the back of 
my bike with me. 


I’m serious about Janelle, more serious than I’ve ever been 
in my life. But that doesn’t mean that the complications 
have all fallen away simply because we want them to. 
There’s still the matter of Threepin to deal with and that’s 
not going to be easy. 


Rather than taking her home, we go right to the club. 
Through messages from other members, I know that he’s 
there...and I also know he knows I’ve been with Janelle. 
When he came home last night and found her gone, it was 
bound to be a dead giveaway. It didn’t take a genius to work 
out that we were together. 


We have to face the music, and sooner rather than later. 
The longer we leave it, the worse it’s going to get. 


I get down off my bike and help Janelle slide to the ground, 
but I hesitate before we go inside. “Here,” I say, sliding a 
ring off my pinky finger. It’s a solid, square ring, engraved 
with our logo in miniature, Death standing guard over a 
beautiful angel. It’s a symbol of my loyalty to the club, and I 
would never give it away on a whim. I fit it over Janelle’s 
thumb, seeing how it’s the only one of her slim fingers that 
would hold it without letting it slide loose, and kiss her hand 
for good measure. 


“Wait, Tyler,” she says, holding me back as I go to move for 
the door. When I look back at her, she gives me one of her 
dazzling smiles, so bright I could swear a light had been 
turned on. “We can do this. I’m with you, no matter what.” 


I lean in close and kiss her on the forehead, then reach for 
her hand to lead her inside. 


It’s not unusual for the clubhouse to be full on a Sunday, 
even during the morning. But the music is turned down low, 
and if there was any conversation at all, it ceases 
immediately when we enter. 


I see drawn and tired faces all around us. It’s our fault, I 
know, and I feel bad for that. But I can’t let Janelle go just 
because someone might be upset about it. We’re both 
adults and we have a right to feel however we want to feel. 


We just need to deal with the consequences, together. 


Threepin gets up from his chair and moves to the center of 
the room, his chest puffed out and his shoulders tense. 
“Tyler,” he says, flat and hard, completely unimpressed to 
see me walking in with his daughter. 


“Threepin,” I say, lifting a hand in a gesture of peace. “Let 
me talk.” 


“There’s not much to say,” Threepin says gruffly. He looks at 
me, not at Janelle. It seems like he can’t bear to look her in 
the eye. “I’ve discussed it with the guys, over and over. The 
club knows how I feel. They’re behind me. Either you leave 
the club, or I do.” 


I look up, meet the eyes of Badger and a few of the other 
senior members of the club. Men I’ve known for thirty 
years, some of them. We grew up together, built this club 
together, and we’ve stood together through thick and thin. 
Through police raids and attacks from gangs, through 
business both legal and illegal, through sickness and 
tragedy. They meet my gaze with sadness, yet resolution. 
They don’t want to see the club fall apart any more than I 
do, but we all know a truth that can’t be denied, there’s no 
one as stubborn as Threepin once he sets his mind to an 
opinion. 


“T don’t want you to leave the club,” I say, as evenly as I can 
manage. “We’ve been brothers for a long time.” 


“If we really were brothers, she’d be your niece,” Threepin 
says, and spits on the floor. “Do you know how disgusting 
that is?” 


“But she’s not my niece,” I tell him softly. “She’s my old 
lady.” 


Threepin’s face distorts into a grimace, and he shakes his 
head. “I could expect this of some of the others. But you? 
You’re supposed to know better.” 


“T can’t help the way I feel,” I say. I clutch at the cut where 
it lays over my heart. “I love this club, but that’s not all. I 
love your daughter, too. I can’t change either of those 


things.” At my side, I feel Janelle’s small hand sneak inside 
the one hanging loosely at my side. She squeezes it tightly, 
a gesture of support. 


“You owe me.” Threepin looks at me hard now, his eyes as 
black as beads, full of hate. This is it, the one thing I hoped 
he wouldn’t say, the one card he was supposed to keep 
close to his chest. He wasn’t supposed to use this against 
me. Out of everything, not this. 


“Dad,” Janelle starts, and I wish she wouldn’t. She doesn’t 
know. 


Threepin cuts her off almost immediately, before she can 
say whatever it is she wants to say. “Do you know why they 
call me Threepin, Janelle?” 


I watch her out of the corner of my eye, shaking her head 
silently. Her hand grips mine a little tighter, like she knows 
she’s about to hear something that will change the balance 
of this argument. 


“Why don’t you fill her in, Tyler?” Threepin asks. 


I wish he wouldn’t. But I can’t back down from this. I clear 
my throat and lick my lips that are suddenly so dry I barely 
know if I can talk. “It’s because he has three pins in his 
right knee. Holding it together.” 


“That’s right,” Threepin says. “You won’t remember 
because you were very young. It was when your mother 
was Still alive. I came down in an accident, didn’t I, Tyler? I 
lowsided and landed right on the joint. If the doctor hadn’t 
acted fast, I would never have walked again, let alone 
ridden. I would have lost the club, my job, everything. And, 
now...Tyler, why did all of that happen, exactly?” 


I swallow. My voice comes out rough. “Because you saw I 
was in danger and you swerved to get me out of the way, 


and we crashed. You fell, and I stayed up. You saved my 
life.” 


“That’s right,” Threepin says, his own voice layered with the 
grief and the pain of that moment coming back to him, and 
all of the moments since. “And when I was lying in my 
hospital bed, not knowing how things would turn out, what 
did you say to me then?” 


I can barely find my voice. I close my eyes momentarily. “I 
said that I owed you my life, and whatever you needed from 
me in the future, I would give it readily. As a brother.” 


“T’ve never asked you to pay that debt.” Threepin faces me, 
squaring his shoulders. “Well, now I’m asking.” 


CHAPTER NINETEEN 


J anelle 


I can’t believe that I didn’t know about all of this already. I 
can’t believe that my Dad would bring it all up, so many 
years later, and use it against Tyler. 


But most of all, I can’t believe the way that Tyler’s hand is 
loosening against mine as he looks down at the floor, and it 
feels like he’s about to drop me and walk away. 


Is this what it’s all come down to, in the end? I thought he 
was a better man...could it really be that he’s just like any 
other boy I’ve been warned about? He’s had his way with 
me, and now he wants to dump me as if I’m nothing. This is 
the moment I’ve always feared, ever since I learned for the 
first time that giving your heart to someone doesn’t mean 
they will automatically love you back. 


I thought we had a real connection. Something strong 
enough to be worth fighting for, no matter what my Dad 
might throw in Tyler’s face. But I guess I was wrong. 


“No,” Tyler says, and I look up in amazement, realizing he 
has changed. His posture is stronger now, and his blue eyes 
blaze out at my Dad, defying him. 


“What did you say?” Dad stutters in disbelief. I know that 
look on his face. I remember it from the first time when, as 
a young teen, I refused to follow his rules. He sent me to my 
room. He can’t do that with Tyler. 


“T said no.” Tyler grips my hand tightly again, tighter than 
ever before. “Yes, you’re right, I owe you my life. But now 
that I have it, there’s only one thing I want to do with it. 
Only one thing that would make it all worthwhile. That 
would be spending it with Janelle.” 


Tyler lifts our hands, still entwined, and holds them against 
his chest. Dad’s eyes go to them, and I see that he 
recognizes the ring Tyler gave me, sitting firmly on my 
thumb. A symbol of just how far he is willing to go for me. 
The trust that we already have for one another. 


He stares stiffly ahead, right at Tyler’s face. “You’re not 
going to change your mind.” It’s not a question, but a 
statement. He already knows. He knows that when Tyler 
puts his mind to something, he doesn’t back down easily. 
They have that much in common. 


“No, I’m not,” Tyler confirms, his voice steady. He doesn’t 
sound angry or defiant anymore. Just sure. If anything, a 
little sad that it’s come to this. 


For an awful moment Dad just stands there, saying nothing. 
The room is so quiet that all I can hear is Tyler breathing 
beside me. Then Dad stalks past us and pushes by the 
people at the door to get out, slamming the clubhouse door 
behind him. 


Tyler turns to watch, and makes half a movement like he’s 
deciding whether to follow, but we all hear the roar of a 
motorcycle engine starting up and then speeding away. 
He’s gone, and we’re too late to follow. 


“Well,” Badger says, and all eyes in the room turn to him. 
Once he knows he has everyone’s attention, he continues. 
“Pm not going to interfere in this. This is a matter of the 
heart, not the club. If you two can’t sort it out it’ll be a sad 
day. But it’s not my business as president to tell you what to 
do.” 


With that proclamation, he turns his back on the rest of the 
room and gestures to the bartender - not Tasha, but 
another woman I haven’t met yet to get him a beer. Around 
us, Slowly, conversation starts to resume. No one comes 
near or tries to talk to us. Tyler and I are left standing in 
the middle of the bar, stranded, like our own private island. 


“You meant all of that, didn’t you?” I say, not because I 
doubt him, but because I want to point out what exactly it 
was that he did say. 


“Every word,” he murmurs, looking down at me, tucking my 
hand against his heart again. I can feel it beating through 
his shirt, strong and slowing to a steady pace. 


“Even when you told him you love me?” 


Tyler smiles gently, that look of his that seems so out of 
place on a member of a motorcycle club, the look that he 
reserves just for me. “Especially that.” 


“Then I only have one thing left to say,” I whisper, reaching 
up on my tiptoes to extend my mouth up to his, pausing just 
before our lips touch. “I love you, Tyler.” 


He leans down the fraction needed to close the distance 
and kisses me, his free arm circling around my back to 


support me and squeeze me close. I close my eyes, and for a 
moment there’s only us. Nothing else. When he kisses me 
my blood sings and my heart grows so big it feels like it 
might burst, and I could swear the room is spinning around 
us, just like in the movies. 


And even when I open my eyes again and let my feet drop 
back to solid ground, and remember that we're in a bar full 
of smelly leathers and spilled beer, the feeling of magic 
doesn’t go away. Tyler chose me, and I chose him. All that 
matters now is us - ride or die, to the end. 


CHAPTER TWENTY 


l yler 


“You’re still calling him?” Badger grunts, looking at me 
from across the room. 


I meet his eyes and sigh, putting my cell phone down on the 
flat oak of the meeting room table. There’s no point in 
trying to hide it. “Every day.” 


Badger shakes his head. “It’s been months. What makes 
you think he’s going to pick up?” 


I study the back of my own hand. There is a jagged white 
line running across it where I was cut once, a knife that 
scraped across my skin and almost hit nerves that wouldn’t 
have been easy to fix. I was lucky. “I don’t know,” I admit. 
“But I owe it to Janelle to keep trying. And I owe it to the 
twenty, more, years I’ve known him for.” 


Threepin hasn’t contacted anyone in the club, let alone me. 
The night that he left us there, the argument seemingly 
over, I took Janelle home and found a suitcase of her things 
sitting on the front step. He’d packed everything with care, 
selected the items she most loved and would want, taking 


care of her like the loving father that he is. But he didn’t 
leave a note, didn’t send her a message, hasn’t replied to 
any of our calls. 


He didn’t return his cut, and Badger insisted that we don’t 
ask for it back. Until Threepin decides on his own accord 
that he’s not longer part of GASS, we’ll keep a space open 
for him. 


“Its not right for him to go Nomad,” I say. That’s what 
happens when you’re a member of a club, but not a specific 
charter. That’s what will happen to Threepin if he refuses to 
come back to us. It’ll be a lonely life. 


As part of the club, we spend a lot of time together. We’re in 
the clubhouse most days, we work together, and we fight 
together. We party together to celebrate, and we mourn 
together when we lose a member. For a long time, Threepin 
has half-isolated himself, keeping a part of his life at home 
and a part of it here. That must have been hard. The other 
members with kids or wives bring them to the clubhouse, 
and we all know each other well. 


But being completely separate, riding alone, not taking part 
in charter activities, no longer working with us will be much 
harder. It might even put a target on his back, since those 
who are against us might come to learn that he is without 
the usual levels of protection. I’m worried. Things could go 
bad for him. 


“Maybe you’re right,” Badger says. Over the years I’ve 
known him, I’ve come to respect that Badger will only speak 
in definites when he is absolutely sure of something. That’s 
part of the reasons why we love and follow him as our 
leader. He never lies to us. Never gives us false confidence 
or hope. We know where we stand, and he tells it to us 
straight. He also knows when it’s not his place to speak, 
where other club presidents might try to assert their power. 


“It’s something he has to come to himself. I can’t order him 
to stay with us. He stays if he wants to.” 


I know Badger is right, but just letting him go? It’s not good 
enough. I need to do something. Something that will show 
him his place is still here. 


“Ask him to meet you,” I say. I blurt it out without thinking. I 
should have phrased it as a request, but Badger isn’t so big 
on formality. 


He quirks an eyebrow in my direction. “Here?” 
“Yes.” 


Badger sighs, moving his hands until they lie flat on the 
table. “And then I go out somewhere by coincidence, having 
forgotten that I requested the meet? Is that something 
along the lines what you were thinking?” 


I swallow, and nod. “Please. I have to try. At least one more 
time.” 


Badger studies the surface of the table, thinking. Many big 
decisions about the future of the club have been made at 
this table. I was sitting here when he first handed me my 
vice president patch. I was called into this room the day I 
stopped being just a prospect, when they patched me in as 
an official member. Threepin and I got patched in on the 
same day. We sat here, grinning at each other across the 
table, feeling like we’d made it. 


“Fine,” he says, wearily. “But, Tyler, listen to me. Be careful 
with him. Don’t start a fight. And if he won’t accept it, you 
have to accept that. Don’t drag this out any longer or make 
it any more painful than it has to be.” 


“Thanks, Prez,” I say, smiling. “I’ll be careful. I promise.” 


He gathers his books and walks out of the room, giving me 
a long-suffering look as he starts dialing Threepin’s number. 
I think about Janelle, sitting at home - my home, where 
she’s been living since Threepin kicked her out, and 
whether she should be here. In the end, I decide no. This is 
about me and my oldest friend, man to man. We have to 
settle this together. 


The wait seems to go on forever. Still, I find myself totally 
unprepared when Threepin appears in the doorway of the 
meeting room, his face twisting with disgust as he sees me. 
All the speeches and clever turns of phrase I rehearsed go 
out of my mind completely. 


“This was a trap, huh?” he says, nodding towards Badger’s 
empty seat. 


“Sorry,” I say, and sigh. “Don’t blame the Prez. I asked him 
to. And he wants you back here, just as much as the rest of 


n 


us. 
“That’s a sham,” Threepin says, his voice hard and flat. 


“Please,” I tell him. “Just take a seat. Hear me out for ten 
minutes. Five, even. I don’t think it’s crazy to ask for that.” 


Threepin looks like he might argue, but then he closes his 
mouth and sits down. He takes the chair nearest the door, 
far away from me. I don’t rise to it, but get up and move to 
a closer seat, wanting to show that I am willing to meet him 
halfway. 


“Janelle’s been staying with me.” I figure that updating him 
on his daughter’s whereabouts is a good place to start. 
“She’s been going to college. Sticking with it. She misses 
you, though.” 


Threepin grunts dismissively, but I can read his face like a 
book. I’ve known him for most of my life. Right now he looks 


sick, like he can’t admit it but this whole thing is tearing 
him up inside too. 


“Its not just her,” I add. “I miss my best buddy. The club 
misses you. It’s not right for you to be gone, man.” 


“T told you it was either me or you,” he says. 


“I want to respect that, but I can’t leave. You know this 
place is my home, my family. I don’t have anyone else.” 


“Neither do I.” 


“Then why are you throwing it all away?” I let the words 
linger for a moment before following them. “I love Janelle. I 
love her, Clyde. Can you hear me for just a second? I love 
her so much it feels like I’ll die if she goes away. I love her 
and I would give up everything for her. This isn’t just some 
fling, like she’s a Gasshead or something. This is it for me.” 


Threepin is watching my hands on the table, and finally he 
glances up at my face before looking away again. I can 
sense him thawing a little. “She’s my little girl,” he says at 
length. 


“T know that.” I sigh, running a hand back over the top of 
my head. “I know that. And I know she’s all you have since 
Krista died. I want you to know that I’m going to take care 
of her. Always. I won’t ever let anything happen to her. It 
would kill me.” 


Threepin takes some deep breaths, looking down at the 
floor. At last, he looks up at me fully, meeting my eyes this 
time. “Go on,” he says. 


And I do. 


CHAPTER TWENTY-ONE 


J anelle 


“But why can’t I go see him?” I ask. 


Badger sips his beer laconically, appearing completely 
unfazed and casual despite the fact that he is currently 
using the width of his body to block my entrance to the 
hallway. “I told you. Ty will come out when he’s ready.” 


I sigh with frustration, just about ready to stomp my foot on 
the floor like a kid. “This is stupid.” 


“Pm glad you think so, darlin’. Take a seat,” Badger says 
resolutely, gesturing to one of the tables. 


I have no choice but to do what he says. He’s clearly not 
going to let me see Tyler, so I just have to wait for him out 
here in the bar. It’s not my day to work, but I just got back 
from college and figured I’d meet Ty here, like I normally 
do. Almost all of the club members and a lot of their family 
members come here when they finish whatever they do 
during the day, and it’s already become a comfortable habit 
for me, too. 


I just about fall off my chair when Badger steps aside, and I 
see who is standing behind him. Tyler, yes, like I 
expected...but behind him, and not looking angry like usual, 
is my Dad. 


“Hey, Janelle,” Tyler greets me cheerily, making a beeline 
for my table. Dad follows him, and as they both pull out 
chairs, I can’t stop my mouth from falling open. 


“What...?” is just about all I can manage to Say. 


Tyler grins, his smile a blazing light that brightens the 
whole room. “Your Dad and I had a chat,” he says, obviously 
barely able to contain his excitement. 


“Dad?” I ask, turning to him for some kind of explanation. 


“Nelly,” he begins, using my old childhood nickname, a 
name that goes straight to my heart like a punch. “I love 
you. You’re my daughter, and Ill always be your Dad. I want 
you to know that.” 


“Of course,” I say. “I love you too, Dad.” 


“I just want you to be happy. Can you understand that, 
sweetie? I want you to be as happy as possible. Not just for 
me, but for your Mom, too. I have to carry her hopes as 
well.” 


I swallow down a lump in my throat. “I know, Dad.” 
“Are you happy?” he asks. “With Tyler?” 


“Yes,” I say, my voice coming out breathy and tight with 
emotion. “The happiest I’ve ever been. I love him so much.” 


My Dad swallows and looks down at the ground for a 
moment before he can continue. “Then,” he says, with 
moisture gathering in his eyes. “I give you my blessing.” 


I can barely contain how I feel, the emotions tumbling over 
me one by one. Relief, joy, love, all tempered by the tinge of 
sadness that comes with remembering Mom and that she’s 
not here to say it herself. But all of that is swept to one side 
when Tyler gets up out of his chair, rubbing his hands on his 
jeans as if he’s nervous, and fixes me with a kind of manic 
excited yet terrified look. 


And gets down on one knee in front of me. 


“Tyler?” I ask, unable to believe that this could be 
happening. 


“Janelle,” he says. “Let me get this out. I know we’ve only 
known each other a few months, properly at least, but I 
know I’ve treasured those months more than I have any 
other time in my life. I didn’t know what I was living for 
until I met you. Now I know, and I don’t ever want to lose it. 
I don’t want to lose you. I don’t want to spend a single day 
in my life without you by my side.” 


I can barely breathe. I cover my mouth over with my hands, 
feeling tears gather in my eyes. Could this really be real? 


“Will you do me the honor,” Tyler says, fumbling in his 
pocket and drawing out a ring box. “Of becoming my wife?” 


I watch as if in a dream as he pops the box open, displaying 
a beautiful antique ring. The diamonds in the center of the 
design sparkle even in the dim lights of the bar. But I don’t 
even care what the ring looks like. It could be a twisted up 
bit of straw tied together and my answer would still be the 
same. 


“Yes,” I breathe, unable to draw my voice above a whisper. 
“A hundred, million times, yes!” 


Tyler takes the ring out of the box and slides it onto my 
finger, his hands slightly shaking in a way that strikes me as 


entirely endearing. It fits perfectly, a fact which makes me 
exclaim and hold it up to the light, admiring how it looks on 
my finger. 


Then Tyler gets to his feet and sweeps me off my chair, 
lifting me up into his arms and spinning me around until the 
whole bar is just a blur. When the world finally begins to 
settle around us, Tyler draws me in for a kiss, and I know 
I’ll never need another thing in my whole life to be utterly 
and blissfully happy to the end of my days. 


EPILOGUE 


l yler 


“I might just have to take this off,” Janelle jokes, tugging at 
the slim gold wedding band she wears. She has put her 
accounting study books aside for now, leaving them open on 
the table at her latest chapter, the pages neatly marked 
with highlighter. “It’s getting a little tight.” 


I snap out of my reminiscences, thinking back to the day 
almost exactly a year ago when Threepin finaly came 
around to the idea of us being together. “You shouldn’t have 
got so generous,” I joke back, getting up to place my hands 
on the swell of her belly. As if hearing me, our baby delivers 
a swift kick, popping right underneath my palm. I chuckle in 
satisfaction. 


“Don’t be so mean to your wife,’ Tasha interrupts, 
delivering a swift elbow to my side. I wince, looking to 
Badger for assistance, but he only chuckles and shakes his 
head. The two of them have been getting closer lately. I’m 
sure it’s only a matter of time before Tasha is effectively the 
first lady of our club. 


The levity is welcome today. Without it, we might all be 
unbearably tense. Twenty club members, fifteen wives, and 
enough children that I haven’t yet been able to count them, 
not to mention some of the regular Gassheads and all our 
bar staff, all crammed into the small bar area. It has to be 
this way, it’s not safe for any of us to be isolated right now. 


Threepin comes over and sets down a glass of water and 
ice. “Here,” he says to Janelle. “You’d better keep yourself 
hydrated.” 


“Thanks, Dad,” she says, taking a sip. In spite of everything, 
she doesn’t even seem worried. 


“Aren’t you scared?” I ask, leaning in close so that only she 
can hear me. I don’t want to cause a panic, not while we’re 
all forced to be in here no matter what, but I do want to 
make sure she isn’t just hiding her stress. 


“Not at all,” she says lightly, putting my mind at rest right 
away. “I know you'll protect us. And you know our son will 
need you around when he’s growing up. You won’t do 
anything stupid. So, what do I have to be worried about?” 


I raise her hand to my lips and kiss her fingers. This is the 
woman I married, alright. Calm, focused, and always able to 
see right through to my core. 


“If anyone tries to come for you,” I tell her. “They won’t 
even get a chance. I’m not letting anything in here, and we 
won't go out until it’s safe.” 


I think about all of the things we’ve been through already, 
the ups and the downs. Through it all, Janelle has been 
steady at my side. The perfect old lady. She’d never do 
anything to put us in danger, never sell us out or get in the 
way. She doesn’t expect me to explain the things we do, 
even when she must know that they aren’t above board. 


And when one of us makes a mistake, like today, that could 
cause us harm, she doesn’t get angry. She just takes it all in 
stride, part and parcel of being married to a club member. 


“We’ll need a bit of that fire, yet,” Badger says, walking 
over to me. His hand is resting on the gun he has tucked 
into his waistband. “They’ve been spotted coming along the 
street. Should be here in ten minutes, maybe less.” 


I nod grimly, and stand up. “Then let’s get the men 
together,” I say. “It’s time to protect our families.” 


I glance back at Janelle as I head out the door with my 
brothers, her words fresh in my mind. I know you'll protect 
us. And you know our son will need you around when he’s 
growing up. You won't do anything stupid. 


I walk outside, and I know if I do anything here tonight, it 
will be to make her proud. 


EXTENDED EPILOGUE 


J anelle 


I watch the kids running riot and can only shake my head. 
“Charlie!” I yell at our eldest, nine years old already, getting 
him to stop guiltily in his tracks. “Get your sister!” 


Charlie glances around until he sees her, seven-year-old 
Krista, with her head tilted away from us, only her pigtails 
bouncing behind her in our direction. She is poised 
carefully with her hands held outstretched in front of her, 
right over Badger’s plate. He’s asleep with his head resting 
on the back of his chair, snoring faintly, and Krista is just 
about to relieve him of the rest of his dinner. 


Charlie swoops in just in time and pulls her away, tugging 
her by the arm to come and play with him. I watch him go 
and sigh, shaking my head as I rub the back of my arm 
along my forehead. 


“I don’t think you should have done that, babe,” Tyler 
chuckles, coming up in front of me and holding up a 
dishcloth. He swipes it across my head, showing me 
afterwards that it’s covered in gravy. 


I shrug helplessly. “I asked Charlie to keep an eye on the 
other kids. Krista was just about to steal all of Badger’s 
roast.” 


“TIl call the kids together and get them to play something 
contained,” he says, stepping away. “You just concentrate 
on the food, baby. We’ve got it all covered.” 


I wait a moment to watch him go before I carry on serving, 
dishing out plates of steaming hot food to all of the guests 
at our party. We’ve had a lot to celebrate this year, and Ty 
thought it would be good for morale to put something 
together. Ever since Badger retired and he took over as 
president, Ty has been grown both as a person and a father. 
Looking after the club for the past five years has made him 
even more aware of what those around him need, and he 
learned from Badger the best ways to meet those needs. 


In-between plates I watch him swipe Tyler Jr’s hair off his 
face. To think that we’ve had our middle boy for as long as 
Tyler has been president just seems wild. Time goes so fast 
when you have three kids, and when little Clyde came along 
two years later, it seemed to start going even faster now at 
four kids. 


“How’s the books looking after all this?” Snout asks from his 
position in the line, waiting for me to load his plate. He 
gestures at the food, the bouncy castle we have set up in 
the yard, the oversized toys and games we rented for the 
kids to play with. All twenty-six members of the club and 
their families are here, standing around with beers or 
sitting with plates of food, shooting the breeze. 


“The books are fine,” I tell him with a smile. My accounting 
degree turned out to be pretty handy when the club’s 
treasury secretary died unexpectedly. Someone had to take 
over, and there I was, having not yet gone back to work 


after giving birth to Krista. So, I stayed with the club, 
balancing the books and helping them to stay in the red. 


“Hey!” Snout yells, dropping his plate on the table and 
cursing as he rubs his shin. “Little kid kicked me!” 


Surprised, I peer over the edge of the grill and the big 
container we set up to store the hot food to see Tyler Jr 
watching Snout with amusement. 


There’s no bad blood between me and Snout, but it’s not 
like I don’t get any joy out of seeing him suffer just a little 
bit every now and then. I laugh, and as Tyler grabs up our 
son, laughing too. 


“Kid should learn some better manners,” Snout mutters 
grumpily. “You let them all run around and get away with 
murder.” 


Tyler stifles his laughter with some considerable effort. 
“Well, let’s get to the bottom of this,” he says. “Junior, why’d 
you kick Snout in the shins?” 


“Because he’s a poopyhead, Daddy,’ Tyler Jr proudly 
declares. 


“Hmm.” Tyler somehow manages to keep a straight face. 
I’m not sure how, because I’m silently losing it. “That 
sounds fair to me. Sorry, Snout. I’m going to have to dismiss 
your complaint.” 


Snout rolls his eyes and saunters off with his plate, shaking 
his head as he goes. 


“Come on, trouble,” Tyler says, meeting my eyes with a 
grin. “We’d better get you back to the play area.” 


“One thing, first,” I say, beckoning them closer. 


Tyler steps forward, just within my range, and I lean over to 
kiss him full on the mouth, letting him know that after all 
these years I still appreciate him and everything he does for 
me. He’d better be careful though if he carries on with his 
hot president act today, we might be looking at baby 
number five tonight. 


“EFeeeeeeeewwwwww!” A chorus of disapproval sound from 
close by, and we break apart to see our tribe of kids 
heading towards us with expressions of disgust. 


“Mommy and Daddy are being gross again,” Krista 
exclaims. “Grandpa, tell them!” 


Dad ambles over good-naturedly, letting Krista and Clyde 
tug on his hands. “Are they doing gross adult stuff over 
here?” he asks. 


“Yeah, kissy stuff,” Charlie complains, folding his arms over 
his chest in an imitation of an older boy. 


“Well, we can sort that out,” Dad says, a twinkle in his eyes 
that I recognize all too well. A look of mischief, that says 
Grandpa is going to wreak havoc and then leave Mommy 
and Daddy to clean up the mess. I don’t even have time to 
shout and tell him no before he pulls off a piece of his bread 
roll, rolls it between his fingers to make a ball, and then 
throws it at us. 


I gasp as it bounces to the ground off my shoulder, and 
before I can react further, Tyler and I are getting pelted 
with roughly-made bread balls by our marauding children. I 
rush around the table to stop them from ruining the rest of 
the food and grab Krista and Clyde into my arms, while 
Tyler makes a leap for and catches Charlie. 


“Who’s got the upper hand now?” Tyler asks breathlessly, 
spinning around until Charlie starts to yell and scream with 


laughter. 


“Me next Daddy!” Krista shouts, wriggling and holding her 
arms out. I let her down, satisfied that the food war has 
already been forgotten about, and give Dad a reproachful 
laugh. He only chuckles and backs away, disappearing into 
a conversation with some of the other club guys before I 
can tell him off. 


“What are we going to do with them?” I ask ruefully, 
leaning my head against Tyler’s shoulder as we watch our 
little tribe running off to do battle with the bouncy castle. 


“T don’t know,” Tyler says, a wolfish grin starting to curve 
his lips when I look up at him. “Maybe it’s just that they’re 
getting too old. We should have another baby. A cute little 
thing so they'll promise to be quiet when he’s asleep.” 


“Make another baby?” I make a face, pretending to be 
puzzled by the idea. “I don’t know if I remember how to do 
that.” 


“Oh, I remember,” Tyler says, grabbing me by the hips and 
pulling me against him. He can still take my breath away, 
like the first day. “Shall I show you?” 


“Daddy!” 


“Maybe later,” I chuckle regretfully, patting him on the butt 
as I send him off towards the kids. “Daddy’s got enough 
trouble on his hands for now.” 


I watch my husband run towards our kids, making them all 
scream and pretend to run away from the big, scary 
monster, and I can’t help but smile. 


Then I turn back to the food table, and resume serving our 
club members, our brothers and sisters, our big happy 
family. 
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